	The boy with the platinum blonde hair let out an exaggerated sigh of relief as he kicked off his shoes and tossed his backpack on the floor of his cramped yet comfy room. The orange polo and blue jeans came off next so he could get into prime shape for reading. He picked up the latest issue of his favorite comic, Ace Savvy, and threw himself onto the bed without a care in the world. The kid adjusted himself and settled in to his spot for a thrilling afternoon of sleuthing and relaxation. It was Friday, school had let out and the weekend was just around the corner, calling out to him. Dismissed of all responsibilities, the boy unwound and with a flick of the finger and a grin on his face, opened his comic up to begin his R&R ritual. In a wild and crazy household, moments like these were what Lincoln Loud lived for. 

	As the boy turned the page of his comic once more, a sudden ruckus snapped him out of his blissful peace. It was the sound of stampeding footsteps and they were growing louder and louder with each stomp. Lincoln could tell that someone was headed this way to visit, but who? It didn't really matter to him though since it was all the same noise anyways. That was the price one payed when you had to share the house with 10 siblings. Privacy was as scarce as one of Luan's GOOD jokes which needless to say were few and far between. The steps subsided and the door swung wide open, causing his everything to come crumbling to a halt.

	"Hey there bro!" Lynn excitedly shouted as she burst into Lincoln's room sporting a wide smile. "Whatcha got going on right- Oh." The girl's sunny disposition slowly faded when she noticed that her brother was in nothing but his tighty whities with his face buried in a comic. She turned her head away from her brother and continued speaking. "I see you're doing that whole naked thing you do when you read. Weirdo."

	"I'll have you know that door was locked!" Lincoln scolded as he continued reading his issue.

	"Psssh, you know that lock doesn't work. It hasn't for years!"

	"It's the principle of the matter!" Lincoln yelled, dropping his book into his lap. "Besides, I don't go barging into your room without your permission, do I?"

	"I'm not Lori dude, I don't care if you do or not. Not like I got anything to hide!" Lynn snickered as she gave her year younger brother a jocular punch on the arm.

	"Own." Lincoln responded, wincing in pain as he rubbed his shoulder. "So is there something you wanted Lynn? I was having fun in here all by myself but the mood is kind of ruined now."

	"Gross." Lynn said giggling at her almost nude sibling. "No there wasn't really anything I wanted. Just felt like paying my little brother a visit. Nothing wrong with that right?"

	"Come on Lynn, I know you better than that. Did you forget who you're dealing with here?" Lincoln said smugly as he shook his Ace Savvy comic in his sister's face.

	"Alright you got me! Nothing gets past you Linc. Anyone ever tell you that you'd make a great goalie?" Lynn complimented, likely in an attempt to butter Lincoln up so she could ask him for a favor. "I came here becaaaauuuuuse... I wanted to know if you would be interested in watching the Super Slamma-palooza with me tonight?"

	Bingo, there it was. This is just the kind of thing Lincoln had come to expect from his siblings. Normally with Lynn, it was all about playing a round with her in some random sport or trying to get Lincoln to join a team. At least she didn't ask him to do anything particularly strenuous or embarrassing this time. Watching Lynn's program with her was a totally feasible trial Lincoln could accomplish. The thing was, he had no interest whatsoever in doing it.

	"Super Slamma-palooza?" Lincoln replied inquisitively. "That's that one huge wrestling event right? The one where all those old guys are coming out of retirement for one big final show?"

	"That's the one!" Lynn clenched her fists and hopped up and down like a kid on Christmas, pleased that Lincoln was even aware of what it was. "So you wanna watch it together? It's gonna be starting real soon!"

	"I appreciate the offer Lynn but this is me-time and I’ve got plans of my own so I'm gonna have to say no," Lincoln confessed, eager to get back to his reading. "Why not ask one of the others to watch it with you? That sounds like it might be right up Lana or Luna's alley."
 
	"Well I was going to but then... well you see—" 

	Lynn seemed at a loss for words for some reason as well as more than a bit nervous. Lincoln looked up from his comic and saw that his sister couldn't even look him in the eye as she attempted to blurt out a response.

	"N-Nevermind that!" Lynn shook her head and frantically waved her arms around. "How bout this. If you watch it with me I WON'T pile drive you through the floor. Deal?"

	All Lincoln could do was let out a disappointing sigh at this turn of events. It seemed his weekend of respite would be a bit shorter than he anticipated. Talk about a buzzkill. "Fine I'll watch your show with you but only for a little bit!" Lincoln said begrudgingly, giving in to his sister's threatening whims. "But only because I'm such a swell brother!"

	"Alright!" Lynn exclaimed as she closed in and gave her little brother a mighty squeeze, lifting him off the ground in the process. "You won't regret this bro, it's gonna be great!"

	"Okay okay, you can let me go now Lynn I. Can't. BREATHE!"

	"Whoops sorry about that," Lynn said, apologizing for her overly long and affectionate hug. "I better go reserve the TV before someone else beats me to it! I'll come get ya when it's show time."

	"Change of plans Ace, we're gonna have to wait to finish this case," Lincoln spoke to his comic, placing it on the dresser as he slipped his clothes back on. "Being a brother comes first!"

----------------------------------

	Not long after, Lincoln had begrudgingly taken his place on the family sofa, tapping his foot on the ground as he waited for the big event to begin. His mind mulled over the sport of wrestling for a moment, not entirely sure what to really expect from it aside from the tussling and showboating. It seemed to have a small following among some of the other boys at his school but it never much piqued Lincoln's interest. He'd much rather spend his time read a good comic or watching television than engaging in physical activities. Lincoln's train of thought was soon derailed by the sound of someone's booming voice.

	"COMING THROUGH!" 

	Lynn carefully wobbled into the living room one foot at a time, carrying a mile high tower of confectioneries, snacks and drinks that obscured her view. Lincoln marveled in awe at the delicious towering mess that had entered the room. He watched as the mountain of junk food began to sway back and forth as his sister continued her dangerous trek over. "Whoa whoooa, We're going down! MAYDAY!" Acting quickly, Lincoln leapt from his spot on the sofa and got behind Lynn, helping her regain her balance and preventing the tasty tower from crashing down.

	"Whew, sweet save bro. If I had dropped all of that you'd have to be the one to clean it all up!" Lynn smugly said, her voice partially mumbled by a bag of chips in her face.

	"Riiiight," Lincoln responded in a slightly annoyed tone. "Is all this junk food really necessary? Seems a bit overboard to me."

	"Of course it is! You can't watch any game, match, tournament or sporting event without SOMETHING to snack on. It just ain't American!" Lynn opened her arms, releasing all of the scrumptious munchies onto the living room table. The siblings both cracked open a can of soda and plopped down on the couch.

	"So how did you manage to secure the TV?" Lincoln inquired, making small talk in the minutes before the show began. "I figured someone would have already beaten you to the punch."

	"Let me give you the play-by-play on how it went down," Lynn responded as she sipped from her cola. "Lola and Leni wanted to watch Fashionista Fracas but I was able to convince them that Weekend's was having a 90% off sale on imported designer hairpins. After bugging Lori for 10 minutes she agreed to haul their butts down to the mall. Lana and Lisa were next in line but I told her I saw some gophers in the yard so now she's out hunting and Lisa went along to monitor their dietary habits or something I don't know. I wasn't really sure how I was gonna get Lucy out so I just told her that she didn't stand a chance against me then she got all mopey and mumbled something about the futility of life and went upstairs. Piece. Of. Cake."

	The boy's eyes widened a bit as he heard this. He nodded his head when he realized how familiar it all seemed to him. "Wow Lynn, you must really want to see this show," Lincoln said as he tore open a box of Cheesy Poofs. "It's impressive that you went through all of that for the rights to the TV."

	"Oh it wasn't that hard! When you live with 10 siblings you gotta know how to be resourceful to get what you want. This world needs more pitchers, not belly-itchers! Keep that in mind bro, it'll help ya survive around here." Lynn stretched her legs out and placed them on the table, settling in for maximum coziness.

	"S-Sure thing Lynn. Thanks." Lincoln looked at his older sister and smiled. He knew all too well of the hardships that came with a crowded household like this. He never considered that one of his siblings would share a similar mindset but now that he thought about it, it wasn't all that surprising. He appreciated that.

	"Hey Lynn, I was wondering if maybe later you wanted to-"

	"OOOOOOH SHUSH SHUSH SHUSH, IT'S ABOUT TO START!" Lynn giddily exclaimed, pulling herself up and shaking her fists in anticipation. "Oh man this is gonna be so good! I'm glad you're here to experience it with me dude, you won't regret it!"

----------------------------------

	15 minutes in to the main event and Lincoln couldn't help but feel a bit disappointed by what he was viewing. Slamma-palooza? More like Snoozer-palooza. It's not like he had his expectations of it high in the first place considering it was a program he had no interest in but he wasn't expecting it to be this dull. It mostly consisted of old retirees reminiscing of the old days and occasionally talking smack to one another. When was someone going to throw a punch or pick up a chair? The boy had already gone through more bag of donuts and pretzels than he ever had in one sitting. Lincoln's eyelids grew heavy and he wasn't sure if he could last another minute. He turned his head over to his sister who was absolutely enthralled by it all. Eyes bulging, lip biting and the works. She didn't seem to notice that Lincoln had stopped paying attention but it seemed his presence alone was more than enough. At least someone around here was having an enjoyable Friday. If it meant sacrificing some of his own time, Lincoln didn't mind— whoa wait a minute, what was that guy with the mullet about to do with that table?

	"SWEET ALMIGHTY JESUS DID YOU SEE THAT FOLKS? PISTON PRESTON JUST NAILED SAWYER WITH HIS TRADEMARK QUADRUPLE BACKFLIP ATOMIC PRESS OFF THE SCAFFOLDS AND ON TO THE TABLE. ABSOLUTELY PHENOMENAL. AFTER ALL THESE YEARS, THE CHAMPION OF THE RING HAS FINALLY RETURNED."

	"YEEEEEES! Did you see that Lincoln!?" Lynn cried out in pure exhilaration as she shook her brother by the shoulders. All the commotion had roused Lincoln from his boredom and he was now focused on the television.

	"Geez that was insane! Is that Sawyer fella gonna be okay?"

	"Probably," Lynn said. "But his pride is broken beyond repair after all the mudslinging he did!"

	Lincoln pulled himself together and with mouth agape and a bit of intrigue, continued to closely observe the match. It was about time things were spiced up! Over the next hour, Lincoln watched as different wrestlers entered the fray and threw down. He warmed up to the cheesy banter and got a kick out of how animated and over the top these guys were. Lincoln could tell a lot of it was fake and for show, but he let himself get caught up in the hype at times. It was almost like these guys were characters in a cartoon or something with the way they were acting. He couldn't help but cheer when Old Ramirez nailed Boulder in the back of the head with a flaming pipe. It was a ridiculous yet entertaining ride and certainly not the kind the boy was expecting. He could tell that his sister was having ten times as much fun as he was as she bounced around on the sofa and pumped her fist at nearly every opportunity. Lynn would give her brother a quick glance every minute just to gauge his reaction to the event. She was pleased enough knowing that he wasn't bored out of his mind. She was even more pleased getting to bond with her bro since they didn't have a whole lot in common.

	After over 60 minutes of raw unfiltered action, the final words from the announcer signaled the ending of the Super Slamma-palooza. Lynn had sunk into the couch, unresponsive and physically spent by the greatness of it all. Lincoln's satisfaction was much more subdued but suffice to say; he enjoyed the show way more than he thought.

	"So, did you enjoy the Slamma-palooza Lynn?" Lincoln asked sarcastically as he popped open another drink.

	After a brief moment of silence she spoke up. "That. Was. INCREDIBLE!" With the utterance of those words, Lynn propped herself up and began gushing all over the place. "Did you see when King slammed into Preston with that flying lariat? Ooh ooh or when Hartman delivered that drop kick to Cuomo from off the ladder? It was all just... YES!"

	Lincoln was enjoying his sister's theatrics. Any time one of his sister's was happy and content, so was he. For the most part at least.

	"So what happened with you Linc," Lynn asked with a sharp grin on her face. "I thought you were only gonna watch a little bit, yet here you still are!"

	"Well I suppose it wasn't as bad as I thought," the boy said, masking his enjoyment. "Some of those moves were pretty awesome I'll admit. Maybe I'll watch a bit more, if I catch it on TV that is."

	"Hey Lincoln..." Lynn whispered as she dove behind the couch. The boy raised a brow and peeked over the other side to see what his sibling was doing. Suddenly, the girl rose up in a flash and jumped on top of the sofa. Sporting her red and blue lucha libre mask, Lynn faced her brother and struck an intimidating pose. "Let's wrestle! You and me one-on-one right here, right now for the title of Loud House Champion!"

----------------------------------

	"What? No no no no no no! Nope, no way, not gonna happen!" The boy in the orange polo recoiled, raising his arms up in self defense.

	Lincoln didn't hesitate for a second at Lynn's offer. Whenever the two of them tussled it ALWAYS ended the same way every single time without fail. She'd perform a myriad of backbreaking techniques, he'd put up a mild fight, tire out and then collapse on the floor, crying and writhing in pain as she towered over him victoriously. Despite his best efforts in all of their confrontations, the boy was simply no match for his older, much more athletic sibling. Would it kill her to challenge one of their sisters from time to time? As far as Lincoln knew, he was the only one Lynn ever chose to throw down with, much to his chagrin. To make matters worse, their random bouts had been occurring much more frequently these past few weeks but there was nothing the boy could really do to stop it. If he told his parents, she would just retaliate even harder to teach him a lesson for snitching. Reasoning with Lynn was never an easy task but he had no other options left at this point.

	"Look Lynn, we had fun tonight but let's not spoil it," the nervous boy pleaded with his sister, hoping to avoid another savage beating. "You always win these matches and I'm always left feeling pretty sore, in more ways than one! If you wanna hang out some time, I'll happily shoot some hoops with you or play Extreme Tic-Tac-Toe but all this roughhousing has to stop. It's exhausting and I'm at my limits. I just can't take it anymore! What do you say we put an end to all this and go do something else. Deal?"

	Lincoln extended his arm forward, offering a handshake as a declaration of peace to his masked sibling. Lynn dropped her dynamic stance and stared at her brother briefly, eyes darting back and forth between his hand and face. He had an adorable and sincere smile that just melted Lynn's heart and drove her crazy inside. Perhaps she had been a bit rough on him lately. It wasn't his fault though, Lynn couldn't bring herself to admit that she had been going through some 'changes' lately and sparring with her little bro just felt right even if it did fill the adolescent girl with a sense of guilt afterwards. She just couldn't help it though and knew the fun wouldn't last forever. The freckled girl let out a sigh of defeat and removed her mask.

	"Alright Linc, you win this time. If it'll make you happy, I'll ease up on the wrestling from now on." The brunette girl hopped off the couch and reached for her brother's hand, firmly grabbing it and returning a wide smile of her own.

	"I'm sorry Lincoln..."

	"It's alright Lynn, I'm glad we worked this out maturely like adults. What do you say we go outside and play a round of—"

	"...Sorry that I have to do THIS!"

	Lynn tightened her grip and turned her back to Lincoln. Using as much strength as she could muster, the natural born athlete lifted her brother up and tossed him over her shoulder, sending him soaring across the room and into a wall. Lincoln curled up on the floor and reeled in pain for a brief period of time before slowly pulling himself up.

	"LYYYYYYNN!"

	"You thought I'd throw in the towel that easily bro? As if! Wrestling with you is just too much fun!" The sporty girl cracked her knuckles and looked at her brother with a smug grin. Lynn undid her ponytail, allowing those long brown locks to flow freely as she readied herself. "I'll tell ya what, if you can finally beat me I'll recognize you as a man and not a little kid anymore and stop all the tussling. Think you're up to the task?"

	Lincoln's eyes widened and his ears rang at Lynn's words. He wasn't sure if she was being facetious or not but the prospect of being able to no longer live in fear of surprise suplexes was too good a deal to pass up. He may not have been able to overcome his sister before but the boy with the platinum blonde hair had never been more determined before in his life. He wasn't going to let this opportunity slip by even if it left him bruised and battered.

	"Alright Lynn, I'll hold you to that!" Lincoln said in confidence as he kicked off his shoes for the 2nd time that day. He undid the buttons on his polo as a warning to his sister. This Loud meant business. "Your reign of terror ends here right now!" Lincoln said in an overly dramatic and cheesy tone, channeling his inner fighter. The two siblings had a tense standoff, trading a sharp glare for a brief moment before simultaneously saying the magic words.

	"DING DING!"

----------------------------------

	"Hyaaaaaaah!" Lincoln roared as he dashed across the living room with an unwavering expression of determination. Time seemed to slow down for the boy as he analyzed all of the possible maneuvers he could perform. He could catapult off the table and attack Lynn from above with a flying press. Slipping behind her and trapping her in a full nelson was a possibility that resonated with him as well. Lynn wasn't an idiot though and with all her prior experience, she had probably planned accordingly. Lincoln was now fully expecting her to pull out some insane secret technique to counter his every move. Darn, none of his tricks were going to work!  As the white haired boy closed the distance between him and his sister he had an idea. She'd never expect him to come from head on, it was far too obvious! Lincoln smirked and kept on charging without hesitation. 

	Lynn held her ground, standing stalwart as a mighty tree. She watched with intensity as her little brother came barreling down at her. He had a fierce look in his eyes unlike any she had ever seen before. Did this kid seriously think he stood a chance? It was going to be fun to wipe the resolve right off his cute, little face. Lynn finally reacted when Lincoln was a mere few inches from contact. The agile athlete quickly sidestepped out of danger and effortlessly stuck her foot out. Lincoln fell for the bait and ungracefully stumbled over, tumbling on to the floor and comically rolling into the unlit fireplace. The confused boy pulled himself up, unsure of what just transpired. Lynn looked at her sibling and began to snicker before kneeling over and exploding in laughter.

	"Ahahaha! You should see your face dude! You look just like Lucy!"

	Lincoln ran over to the nearest mirror to examine himself. Every inch of his face was coated in soot and his orange shirt looked like a Halloween decoration. "Aw man, my favorite polo! YOU'LL PAY FOR THIS LUNATIC LYNN!" The lamenting boy declared as he angrily shook his fist in her direction.

	"You ready to get serious, Stinkin' Lincoln?" Lynn teased as she cracked her knuckles and readied herself for round 2. "I'm waiting!"

	"Don't call me that! My wrestling name is... Loco Lincoln!" The boy proudly announced as he struck a pose. Lynn raised a brow and tried not to burst out laughing again.

	"Whatever you say bro! You'll still go down faster than Lightning Jazz did in his match against Anton during the Ragefest of '03!" Those words were lost upon Lincoln but he wasn't about to let Lynn worm her way into his head. Lunatic Lynn went on the offensive first this time around, vaulting over the couch and delivering a diving crossbody to Loco Lincoln. The boy dropped like a brick and nearly had the wind knocked out of him as he hit the floor. Despite being pinned down, he was far from out. Mustering up every ounce of strength in his small body, Lincoln managed to throw his sister off and lift her up over his head. Arms trembling under her weight, the boy quickly chucked Lynn across the room as far as he possibly could before they gave way. The look of pure shock on Lynn's face as she flailed in the air was priceless. She had no idea her little brother was capable of such feats. Lynn pulled herself up off the ground and swatted her hair out of her face. She could tell this was going to be an exciting bout.

	Loco Lincoln watched as Lunatic Lynn regained her composure, powerless to follow up with another move as he attempted to catch his breath. The boy's eyes bulged out of his skull when he saw his older sibling already on the move. He let out a yelp and ducked around the couch as she gave chase. A game of cat and mouse ensued as Lynn pursued Lincoln around the sofa before tackling him to the ground. The two roughhousing wrestlers rolled around on the floor and before long, Lincoln somehow found himself trapped once more beneath his sister.

	"Is that all you got dude?" Lynn's raspy, exasperated voice bellowed as she grabbed Lincoln's ankle and began twisting it. "Time to chalk up another win for the undefeated Lunatic Lynn! Now say uncle!"

	"NO. IT CAN'T END LIKE THIS!" Lincoln pleaded as he repeatedly slammed his fist on the ground like a judge's gavel.

	"Guess you're gonna be my sparring buddy for a few more years!" Lynn tormented, complacent with another victory over her younger brother. "Now prepare yourself, here comes my Scorpion Death Lock finisher!"

	Lincoln let out a single tear not because of the pain he was experiencing but because this was his ticket out of Lynn's surprise ambushes. A golden opportunity was about to slip between his fingers and fly away. The boy knew deep down within him that there was no way he could overcome Lynn's physical prowess and technique but he had to at least give it a shot. The fidgeting 11 year old embraced his fate and wiped the tear from his face. Looking at his now soot ridden hand, the boy had a sudden epiphany. If he couldn't defeat Lynn properly, he was going to have to play dirty. Acting quickly, Loco Lincoln twisted his body as far as possible in his current position and stretched his arms out.

	"Hey Lunatic Lynn, EYE think you better LOOK out from now on!" 

	"Wait, wha—"

	Grabbing the back of Lynn's shirt by the hem, Lincoln yanked his arms up and stretched the red and white tee over his sister's head from behind.

	"AAAAAAH! I can't see I can't see!" Lunatic Lynn pulled herself up and began flailing her arms around in a panic. The brunette was now stumbling around the living room like a chicken without its head, bumping into furniture at every turn. After what seemed like an eternity of embarrassing fumbles, Lynn completely removed her shirt and put on a fierce scowl. "Lincoln that was a real dirty trick you just—" Now standing about the living room in just some shorts and a red sports bra, Lynn peeked around only to realize that she was alone. Loco Lincoln had seemingly vanished into thin air and there wasn't a trace of him to be found. 

	"Liiiincoln?" Lynn mumbled to herself, still on guard after that little stunt he just pulled. The nervous girl cautiously peeked under the sofa and behind the curtains but found nothing. Where the heck could he have possibly gone too? Lynn scratched her head in confusion and turned around. The freckled girl nearly had a heart attack when she spotted Lincoln standing in front of her looking particularly smug. 

	Before Lynn could even respond, the sneaky kid revealed a can of soda to his startled sister. He gave the can a few quick shakes and popped the tab up, blasting her with a torrent of carbonated, sugary cola. Lynn raised her hands up to shield her face from the onslaught. With her guard now down, Lincoln seized the chance to retaliate. The boy tackled his older sister with the force of a professional football player, wrapping his arms around her and digging his head into her chest. The 13 year old brunette let out a moan and reeled back as the two siblings flew into the opposing wall, slamming into it with enough force to shake the picture frames hanging above the stairs. A silence fell over the Loud house as Lynn sat reclined against the wall, still held down and embraced by Lincoln. After a moment, the boy with the platinum blonde hair slowly lifted his aching body off of his sister and stood on his knees.

	"YES! I finally... got you... Lynn..." Lincoln proudly exclaimed between breaths, completely swamped by all the horseplay. "Sorry for playing cheap there, I just couldn't let you win this time. We were just having fun though, right?"

	There was no verbal response from Lynn and her face was obscured by her brown bangs. Lincoln's expression quickly changed from one of pride and joy to worry and fear. Was that last maneuver he performed on her a bit too much? Had he taken things too far and hurt his sister? The mere thought of it frightened the boy more than anything else in the world. As his eyes darted around the room wondering what he should do, Lynn's body began to move. Lincoln let out a sigh of relief when he saw that his sister was still kicking. Explaining to his parents how he accidentally murdered his older sister was not a conversation the 11 year old boy was looking forward to having.

	"Oh geez you're alright, I was worried there for a moment. I'm not sure how I was gonna—"

	Lincoln's train of thought screeched to a halt when he looked down at Lynn. Her entire body began to undulate as her breathing grew heavier with each passing second. Lynn's body was sweating and quivering as she fiercely dug her palms into the living room carpet. The boy's gaze descended when he finally took notice of an odd pressure against his leg. Lincoln stared at his knee which was pressed firmly against his sister's crotch.

	"L-Lynn?" The boy whispered to his sister in hopes of a response but to no avail. All the older sibling could do at this point was rhythmically gyrate her hips against Lincoln's leg in some kind of post wrestling stupor. Her body would uncontrollably buck up from time to time which only served to further unsettle the boy. He wasn't sure how to handle this situation but he felt like he had to speak up.

	"Lynn. LYNN!" Lincoln shouted as he inched closer to his sister and grabbed her face with his hands. "Are you feeling alright?"

	The warm touch of Lincoln's hands snapped the distraught girl out of her daze. She looked up at her bro, eyes widened and mouth agape. Her hair was a frizzled mess and her face was flushed a deeper red than that of her own top. At a complete loss for words and unsure how to explain herself, the adolescent girl did the only thing she could do. Lynn panicked. She pushed Lincoln away and embarrassingly ran up the stairs to her room, covering her face the whole way. Without saying a word, she kicked Lucy out and locked the door behind her.

	"Rejected from society, rejected from my room. SIGH." The goth girl pouted.

	Lincoln stood alone in the living room, completely puzzled by what just occurred. What was Lynn even doing and why was she acting in such an odd manner? More importantly, what was this deep pit in his stomach eating away at him? It was like this weird mix of simultaneously being right and wrong. The boy's legs trembled as he looked down at the spot on his limb that Lynn was 'using'. Lincoln's entire body began to quake and he soon felt a tightening sensation in his pants that was hard to ignore. Like really, really hard. It was driving the prepubescent boy absolutely wild. He soon followed suit of his sister, retreating to his own room and barricading the door behind him.

----------------------------------

	"Ooooh Lincoln!" Luan's chipper voice bellowed as she attempted to swing the door open to her little brother's room only to be blocked by a strong opposing force. The girl managed to squeeze her head into the small opening she made and peeked around the door to see what he was up to at the moment. The white haired boy was passed out in bed, face buried in his pillow and sporting a distinct lack of pants. The kid was snoring up a storm and to add insult to injury, he had a severe case of bedhead unlike any the comedian had ever seen. It was a pretty hilarious sight that Luan almost felt bad about disturbing. Almost.

	"Rise and shine sleepyhead, dinner is ready!" The boy groggily rose from his nap shortly after, wiping drool off his cheek as he looked around the room, seemingly bewildered by where he even was. "Come downstairs and eat. You wouldn't want to miss it less you SUPPER the consequences! Hahaha! Get it? Now put some pants on and get moving!"

	Lincoln let out a thunderous yawn as he stood up and stretched out his arms. A mid-day nap wasn't on today's schedule but he wasn't going to complain how nice it felt to get in some extra rest. In fact, it felt so great he couldn't even remember why he was so exhausted in the first place or why he was missing his pants or why—

	"Oh."

	And just like that it hit him. The brief moment of ignorant bliss Lincoln was experiencing from the aftermath of his satisfying sleep was quickly swept away as he looked down at the discarded jeans on the floor. He suddenly remembered why he was laying in bed, why he had no pants on and why he had fallen asleep in the first place. A massive wave of guilt and shame washed over the boy as he reflected on the events prior. He felt an obstructing lump form in his throat as well as a gut wrenching sensation. It was pure, utter disgust. To have such lecherous thoughts of his sister and then to follow through with them alone in his room? The white haired boy was completely mortified and his heart was beating faster than his hand was earlier in the day. He sat on his bed and stared as his palms for what seemed like hours. They were stained with much more than just guilt at this point. After taking some time to cool down, Lincoln slipped into his pants and fixed his hair, slowly making his way downstairs. His eyes darted wildly around his surroundings the whole time, paranoid that someone would see him despite the fact he was currently doing nothing wrong or out the ordinary. Lincoln reached the first floor and entered the kitchen, greeted by the sound of his younger sibling's usual bickering at the kiddy table.

	"It's true I must have bagged about 20 of the little rodents! There's a pile of their corpses in the backyard if you want to see em."

	"And get gopher germs all over my stylish new hairpin? NO THANKS! Good on you for keeping the backyard pest free though."

	"I would very much like to see that. Nothing puts me in a brighter mood than lamenting the recently departed."

	"I'd appreciate if you could donate a few of those cadavers my way. It's for scientific purposes. Nothing that would be considered an illegal crime against nature I assure you."

	Lincoln walked to the counter and picked his plate up, but not before peeking into the dining room where all the grownups were seated. From the other room, he could spot his parents chattering away about work as his elder sisters feigned interest and ate their food in silence. One painfully obvious thing clearly stuck out to the boy though. Lynn was not present. The 11 year old began to worry at the absence of his older sibling. He took a seat next to Lucy and sat down to eat, feeling anxious the whole time.

	"Hi Lincoln!" The twins greeted their brother as they played with the food on their dish.

	"Oh hey. So what's going on?" Lincoln spoke with a hint of hesitation, making small talk to get his mind off things.

	"I was just in the middle of forming Mount St. Spudding with my potatoes." Lana enthusiastically proclaimed. "The gravy here is supposed to be the flowing lava and the peas are the tumbling boulders."

	"And just what exactly do the processed chicken nuggets represent?" Lisa inquired.

	"The chicken nuggets represent chicken nuggets. DUUUH!" Lana pointed out as she scarfed one down.

	In actuality, Lincoln was paying no mind to the topic at the table. He found himself in deep thought as he played with the peas on his own plate. All he had on his mind since he had woken up was Lynn Lynn Lynn. He constantly played the scene that took place in the living room over and over again in his head. Why on Earth did she do that? They were having a swell time watching TV and playing around but then she had to go and make things awkward. And now she had the nerve to not even show up for dinner, as if his presence alone was a detriment to her comfort and well being. Lincoln clenched his fists in rage but then quickly eased up. Perhaps he was reading into things too much, he was just confused about the situation. Lynn probably was as well. His emotions were all out of whack at this point and he wasn't sure how to deal.

	"Are you okay Lincoln?" A dreary voice asked.

	"Huh? What?" The sound of his name being called out instantly grabbed the boy's attention. He looked up from his plate only to find all eyes on him. Even his baby sister Lily was staring at him with intrigue.

	"You've been acting strangely ever since you came down stairs." Lucy stated. "I don't know what's going on but something is upsetting you. I can feel it in my bones. The spirits can sense it as well. Wanna talk about it?"

	"Oh. No, it's nothing really. Just some... dumb stuff."

	"Are you failing your classes? Do you require a tutor?" Lisa offered.

	"No."

	"Have you realized how awful your fashion sense is? I can fix that for you!" Lola said.

	"No."

	"Are you having girl problems?" Lucy quickly threw out.

	"Well kinda— I MEAN NO!"

	"OOOOOOOH." The younger sibling collective uttered, sans Lucy. Lincoln groaned in frustration as his sisters began prodding into his business. He wasn't in the mood for discussing this kind of stuff with his little sisters. He seriously doubted that they would be of much help in the situation.

	"Is that Ronnie Anne giving you trouble again? That brat has another thing coming if she thinks she can mess with my brother!" Lola asserted as she cracked her knuckles.

	"It's not that kind of girl problem! Look can we just drop this, it doesn't really concern any of you! Ugh, I need to go lay down." Lincoln pleaded as he massaged his temples to ease the headache that was coming on. The agitated boy stood up and dismissed himself from the table, ignoring the gossiping that was now taking place between his sisters. 

	As he made his way upstairs, Lincoln briefly stopped and stared intently at the door to Lucy and Lynn's room. The troubled boy wasn't even sure if he could look his sister in the face right now if she stepped out. As the boy turned and motioned towards his room, he bumped into an obstacle blocking his path.

	"Hey."

	"LUCY?! But you were just— how did— you know what, nevermind. Do you need something?"

	"About these girl problems of yours..."

	"I already told you Lucy you don't need to worry about—"

	"It's Lynn, isn't it?" The goth girl said bluntly. "She's the girl at the center of your despair."

	Lincoln's eyes widened and his lips quivered. The boy panicked and stammered, trying to come up with a response but it was no use. Lucy had read him like one of her drab Poe books.

	"H-How did you know?" The boy stuttered.

	"Just a gut feeling. Something has clearly been bothering Lynn as well but I can't get in to talk with her. I tried entering through the vents but she blocked it off from the inside. Pretty sneaky of her. Did you guys get in a fight?"

	"Well, kinda but we we're just messing around and things got a bit out of hand. Do you think she's mad at me?"

	"I'd say. I can occasionally hear her moaning through the walls, whispering "Liiiincoln~" under her breath. You must have done something bad for Lynn to be cursing your name like that. I'm a little jealous. Seriously though, you should probably try talking with her when you get the chance. After she cools off of course."

	"I wasn't even the one who— Oh forget it. Thanks for the advice Lucy, I'm going back to sleep." With those parting words, Lincoln returned once more to his room and tossed himself on his bed. It had been a long day and the boy just wanted to relax. His plans had fallen through and the weekend wasn't shaping up to be a swell one at all. He did take solace in the fact that he wasn't the only one suffering. Hopefully Lynn wasn't taking things too hard herself though. There wasn't much that could be done right now though, he was emotionally beat. Lincoln dug his head into his pillow and dozed off to sleep for the night. Surely this mess would work itself out over time. Lincoln hoped at least.

----------------------------------

	"Lincoln mind if I come in?"

	"Lynn, is that you? I thought you didn't want to talk to me after what happened. Also, why are you naked?"

	"Now isn't the time to be asking questions like that. I'm sorry I've been such an awful sister lately. I've hurt you in more ways than one. The least I can do is make it up to you."

	Lincoln watched as his sister closed the door behind her and seductively sauntered over to the bed, shaking her surprisingly wide hips the whole way. His wandering eyes explored every inch of her body from head to toe, stopping only to examine her delicate and pert breasts. Whatever technique she was using to hide them under her jersey was working like magic. The boy was exuding a strong air of confidence and a rather smug smile to boot. He knew what was about to happen and he was well prepared for it.

	Lynn pulled herself up onto the small mattress and began to playfully crawl forward like a curious feline, eager for its master's attention. Now face to face, the two siblings stared longingly into each other’s eyes, lashes fluttering as they felt the warm breath of one another brush against their lips.

	"You know I've always loved you, right Lincoln?"

	"Of course Lynn. I'm sure you know I feel the same way."

	"Apparently love isn't the only thing you're feeling right now, isn't that right bro?"

	Lincoln and Lynn both let out a small chuckle as they looked down at the event unfolding just under his sheets. The 11 year old was pitching more tent than a mountain climber scaling Kilimanjaro and needless to say, something had to be done.

	"Sorry about that sis, you know how things can get when-"

	"Shhh, just relax Linc. Let me handle this."

	Lynn pulled herself back a bit and slowly spread Lincoln's legs apart. With one final suggestive look at her brother, the sporty sibling ducked under the covers and positioned herself accordingly. Lynn bit her lower lip and stared in excitement at the phenomenal specimen towering before her. This wasn't the tool of a boy but that of a man. She pursed her lips together and gave her brother's throbbing member a quick peck on the frenulum, causing the entire pole to twitch in pleasure. Lynn giggled in response while all Lincoln could do was moan in satisfaction. Wasting no further time, the amorous girl brought her mouth down upon her sibling's firm manhood, engulfing it within her oral cavity. 

	Lincoln's entire body tensed up as Lynn began to bob her head up and down on his erect penis. Her soft lips felt marvelous as they caressed against him with each motion of her body. If that wasn't enough, the way she was working that prehensile tongue of hers was out of this world. It danced around the shaft of his penis, each individual lick and lap sending shivers all over the boy's jerking body as she coated it in her saliva. The entire experience was almost too much for the prepubescent boy to bear. He sat up on his bed and pulled the sheets off. Lynn's entire body was once more exposed as she rested in her brother's lap, not letting up from her service for even a moment. Lincoln watched as his sister aptly sucked him off, quaking as he felt a powerful swelling sensation from down below.

	"L-Lynn, I think I'm about to..."

	Lynn stopped for a moment and glanced up at her brother whose face was contorting as he struggled to prolong his orgasm. Lynn winked at Lincoln and prepared herself for what was about to come. The eager girl wrapped her arms around her brother's pelvis and pressed her face against his crotch, forcing the full length of his thick cock down her throat. That very action was the final straw that broke Lincoln's back.

	"LYNN..."

	The boy spoke through gritted teeth as he felt an incredible sensation overtake his body. He let out a loud trembling moan that faltered as he achieved an incredible climax from his own sister. Or so he thought.

	Lincoln felt himself lose consciousness for a split second only to quickly regain himself. His body was still in the throes of an amazing experience as his heavy eyelids opened up. Only the slightest sliver of light illuminated his room at the moment. Lincoln yawned as he pushed himself up off his stomach and scratched his head. It was just shy of 6 AM according to his clock and the sun was just barely creeping over the horizon. A quick spasm in his crotch jolted the boy completely awake and caught his attention. He turned on the light and examined himself. His briefs were coated in a certain sticky substance that just recently he had become quite familiar with. The now restless boy let out a demoralized sigh as he reflected on his most recent dream. These perverse and taboo thoughts he had were now chasing him into his sleep. Why did it have to be like this? Why did it have to be one of his sisters? Why was he slipping into degeneracy? It had only been 1 minute into the day and everything was already going to hell.

	Since Lincoln couldn't fall back to sleep he figured he might as well get this day started with some breakfast. He got out of bed and stepped out into the dark hallway. The only noise that kept him company at this ungodly hour was Lori's sharp snoring echoing throughout the floor. It was far too early for anyone else to be up at this hour, much less on a Saturday. Lincoln dragged his feet as he traversed down the stairs, making sure not to catch even so much as a peek of the 2nd door on the right side of the hall.

	The groggy 11 year old entered the kitchen, grabbed a spoon and poured himself a bowl of generic no name brand corn flakes. As Lincoln spun his utensil around in the bowl, waiting for his cereal to reach the perfect state of sogginess, he got to pondering. Lucy was absolutely right; he was going to have to talk to Lynn at some point. What was he going to do, ignore her for the rest of his life? Oh yeah, that wouldn't be messed up or awkward at all. The problem was actually finding out how to properly address the elephant in the room. He could try and paint Lynn as the bad one but after some of his recent impulses and actions, Lincoln knew he was in the wrong just as much. It wasn't in him to throw his sister under the bus like that anyways. At least this wasn't an issue that involved the entire house. The boy was a bit startled by how much Lucy had deduced but was relieved that she was ignorant to the true nature of the issue. 

	The boy shoved a spoonful of corn flakes into his mouth, as he tapped his foot in thought. As he gulped down the discount cereal, the boy slammed his fist on the table in assurance as he reached a conclusion. The best way was to handle this was to just approach Lynn and confront her, no tiptoeing or dodging around it. She was his sister darn it! The 2 had known each other their entire lives and they should be able to overcome any obstacle that threatens their relationship. Regardless of what happens, Lincoln knew he would always have his sisters at his side through thick and thin. He wasn't going to let this little predicament eat away at him and dictate how he lived. Besides it was probably just a little awkward incident that he was blowing way out of proportion in his head. He wasn't all too sure on how Lynn felt about their interaction but he was going to let his feelings be known. 

	As the resolute boy washed his bowl, the sound of running water rendered him oblivious to the clicking at the front door. The knob turned and the door slowly creaked open. A dark figure inconspicuously entered the Loud household and snuck into the kitchen, just as Lincoln was making his exit. The boy gasped in terror when he realized he wasn't alone. Lincoln bumped head first into the mysterious entity, knocking both of them down on to the ground in the process.

	"W-WHO'S THERE?" The frightened boy yelled as he jumped up in a panic. "MOM, DAD HURRY GET OUT— MMMMPPPH!" 

	The aggressor placed a palm over the 11 year old's mouth, effectively silencing his cries for help as he squirmed about in their arms.

	"Shhhhhh! Lincoln, it's me!" The intruder whispered before hitting the light switch, illuminating the dark room and revealing their true identity to the boy.

	"L-Lynn?" Lincoln said in shock as he rubbed his eyes and looked up at his older sister.

	"Keep your voice down dude! Are you TRYING to wake our parents up?"

	Lincoln froze up when he realized just who he was talking to. That small bit of confidence he gain earlier was completely sucked away almost instantly. Lynn released her grip on the boy and for a moment the two stood perfectly still in silence, carefully examining the door to their parent's room. Lincoln's gaze occasionally darted back towards his older sister. The boy couldn't help but notice the athletic outfit his sister had on. The girl wore a snug, red and white unzipped windbreaker that revealed her entire front torso. A familiar matching red sports bra was all that hid beneath, exposing her belly button and well toned abdomen for all to see. Her legs were donned in a pair of form-fitting black polyester tights that accentuated not just the curves of her toned muscles but also her surprisingly firm rear end. 

	Lincoln soon found himself reflecting on the dream he just had as he analyzed his sibling. His mind and imagination were beginning to run wild again. The boy cautiously stuck his neck out, trying to score a peek at whatever else his sister was hiding, especially up front. He could feel his heart beat faster and faster the longer he stared. The young adolescent felt guilty about ogling his sister in such a lecherous manner but he couldn't bring himself to look away. To think that such an innocuous and typical getup could make him feel this way brought shame to the boy.

	"Heh, that was a close one." Lynn said in relief as she relaxed her body and glance at her brother.

	"Yeah. I'll say." Lincoln nervously replied as he averted his gaze from sister. "You gave me a serious scare. What the heck were you doing out at this hour, Lynn?"

	"I was out for a morning jog," the athletic chick responded as she reached into the fridge and took a huge swig of water from her bottle. "It helps me think when I get stressed out. The cold morning breeze brushing against my face feels exhilarating."

	"Oh." It was all Lincoln could managed to say as he thought about his current mental state and how stressed he was feeling himself. After a brief pause, he spoke up once more when his sister's words sunk in. "What are you feeling stressed about?"

	The girl chugged down the rest of her water, letting out a satisfying sigh as she quenched her unbearable thirst. "Oh nothing, just some stupid stuff. Don't worry about it. I'm feeling a lot better now though."

	Despite what she just said, Lincoln remained quite worried. She seemed unusually calm and at ease despite their last confrontation. Why was she so chill while he was the one having an internal struggle? Did she forget already? Was it not a big deal to her?

	"Shoot, is it hot in here or is it just me?" Lynn pointed out as she wiped her forehead and fanned her neck with the collar of her windbreaker. The exhausted athlete kicked off her running shoes and ascended the staircase, Lincoln following right behind her. She removed her jacket once they reached the 2nd floor and carelessly tossed it to the floor before taking a sharp left at the hallway intersection. She undid her ponytail and freed her brown locks as she headed towards the end of the hall.

	"Lynn wait!" Lincoln quietly begged so as not to wake any of his other siblings. "I need to talk to you. It's really important and concerns the both of us."

	"Sorry bro, it's gonna have to wait. I need to rinse off." Lynn replied as she pushed open the bathroom door and hit the light switch. The 13 year old athlete then proceeded to remove her sports bra one arm at a time, revealing her bare back to Lincoln. The younger sibling's eyes bulged out as he took notice of sister's exposed rear side. The bathroom light shone brightly over Lynn, showcasing every individual freckle on her back as well as each bead of sweat that dripped down her toned body. She balled the article of clothing up and quickly turned to face her little brother. "Hey Linc, think fast!"

	"Huh?" Lincoln witlessly responded, too occupied with trying to get a closer peek at his sister's developing breasts to notice what she was doing. She passed the ball to her bro which unraveled in the air before landing on his face. The flustered and embarrassed boy fumbled around as his vision was obscured by his sister's dirty, sweaty clothing. Lynn let out a chuckle and closed the door behind her, leaving Lincoln looking like a fool alone in the hallway. The boy removed the sports bra from his face and opened his mouth to chastise his sister before realizing that she was already out of view.

	Lincoln sat for a minute on the ground, staring at the piece of athletic sportswear in his hands. The trembling, worried expression that plagued his face soon dissolved into a small smirk of both confusion and happiness. The boy was feeling relieved that his sister didn't seem to hate him, even though she wasn't exactly eager to talk to him at the moment. He felt like things wouldn't be as awkward or troublesome as he had anticipated which was a huge load off his back. He still felt like he needed to have a serious talk with Lynn but that could wait. Firmly grasping the sweaty piece of clothing that reeked of his sister's sweet body fragrance, Lincoln snuck back to his room to bask in his guilty taboo pleasures once more.

----------------------------------

	A topless Lynn Loud covered her mouth, shamefully giggling to herself in the safe solitude of the bathroom. 

	"Was that a bit too much?" The girl thought to herself as she reflected on her recent actions but quickly dismissed it with an audible "Naaah". 

	The sporty Loud twisted the hot water knob and removed her form fitting tights, one toned leg at a time. The girl now stood bare in a pair of comfy red briefs, the kind that could only belong to one person in this household. She removed the small crimson undergarments and held them close to her face. They may have been moistened by Lynn's sweat and other bodily secretions but they still reeked of Lincoln's scent, which to her was simply divine. The paranoid girl peeked around to make sure no one saw her, despite being alone in the bathroom. It would be pretty uncomfortable to have to explain to anyone why she was wearing her little brother's briefs and admiring them with such lustful intent.

	The 13 year old girl placed the undies down and carefully entered the tub, one foot at a time. She let out a satisfying sigh as the warm water poured down from the shower nozzle against her aching, sweaty body. She turned her head down and let the stream flow upon her brunette hair, trickling along the rest of her body. Truly there was nothing better than a hot shower to wash all the grime and worries away. Aside from coming in first place. Or 'coming' in general as she recently discovered. 

	Lynn reclined against the back end of the tub, letting the warm shower water splash her entire front body from above. It was a nice soothing sensation. The relaxed girl began to tap her hand on the porcelain floor of the tub for a while until she felt her digits begin to wander. The young teen squinted her eyes and bit her lower lip in anticipation of what would follow. It was only just recently that the athletic Loud had discovered the joys of self pleasure and ever since, she had integrated the satisfying act into part of her daily ritual. Whether it was to celebrate a victory, blow off steam after a loss or just for the hell of it, Lynn found a way to enjoy herself when she could. As the eager 13 year old wiggled her fingers just over her nether regions, she began to picture the one person who set her loins aflame with a burning passion like no other. She didn't care that it was morally wrong or disgusting, her body and heart wanted what it wanted.

	"Mmmm, come on Lincoln, go for the slam dunk~" Lynn whispered as she toyed with her clit and worked her magic fingers. Using her free hand, the brunette girl firmly grasped one of her budding breasts, gently massaging it as she continued pleasuring herself. Lynn slipped two digits in between her moist and trembling slit, sensually fingering her pussy as she imagined Lincoln was the one making her feel like a woman. A teasing index finger circled her erect nipple as she cupped her tiny breast, tenderly rocking it to her heart's content. Each movement of her hands sent shivers through the blissful girl's body as she jittered about in ecstasy. 

	Unlike Lincoln, Lynn felt almost no guilt about masturbating to her own flesh and blood sibling. For the past month or so, Lincoln is all Lynn thought about during her little sessions and every time without fail, it sent her absolutely wild. After their awkward incident yesterday, her itch for more Lincoln was only exacerbated further. Lynn did feel bad at first for briefly exposing her cute, innocent brother to that lewd side of her but once she ran upstairs to her room she was overwhelmed by sudden primal urges. These taboo feelings didn't arise over night, but gradually over time. When she thought about it, Lincoln was the one who always seemed to be there for her when she needed it. Whenever she had a game to play and her siblings were off doing their own things, Lincoln was always there in the bleachers watching Lynn give it her all. Sure, he didn't pay attention 100% of the time and could never follow what was going on but his smiling face and support were more than enough. He was never above joining in on her games around the house whenever Lynn asked him despite knowing he'd get creamed. He was a good sport most of the time though and that's what she liked to see. He even gave up his own free time so they could watch Lynn's wrestling program with her which he had no interest in beforehand. Lincoln would sacrifice so much for his sisters and never really asked for anything in return. He wasn't a good brother, he was a great one. The best one in fact and Lynn felt blessed to be related to him. In an ironic twist, she also cursed their kinship since she knew she could never even attempt to take things further. This crush she had on her brother only managed to crush her instead. She loved Lincoln more than he could ever love her and that hurt more than any broken bone ever would. She'd never express how she felt though in fear of being shunned by her brother. The repercussions of her confession could potentially tear the family apart.

	"Right there bro, that's the ticket!"

	Lynn upped the ante as she fiercely went to town on her lower body. Her breathing had become heavy and she was beginning to pant in delight like a playful dog. Her entire body was tensing up and her toes were curling as she fought against the amazing sensation stirring downstairs. She could tell this climax was going to be one for the records. Her hips bucked up slightly as her fingers flicked away at mach five. There was no turning back now; the finish line was in sight.

	Just as Lynn was about to achieve her most satisfying orgasm yet, her attention was suddenly drawn upwards toward the ceiling as if compelled by an eerie force. Her gaze quickly locked on to the metal ventilation grate above. A pair of peeping eyes hovered from behind, glowing like a cat's in the shadows. The naked girl panicked and ungracefully flopped about in the tub for a second before regaining her composure.

	"Hey, who's up there?!" Lynn shouted, making her awareness known to the mysterious intruder. A sudden ruckus was heard from the vents above. It was the sound of a startled person trying to flee, caught red handed in the act of something particularly despicable. Not exactly a subtle or inconspicuous escape with all the thumping they were creating. 

	Lynn blushed furiously as she wrapped a towel around her dripping body and stepped out of the shower. A mixture of shame and rage fueled the girl as she closely examined the vent. Someone was about to get a hockey stick to the side of their fucking head. Her moment of privacy and relaxation had been reduced to shambles. She didn't even get to finish enjoying herself before being so rudely interrupted. Only two people in this house actively used the vents to sneak around and one of them kept their eyes obscured at all times. The sudden realization hit Lynn like a baseball to the face. How long was he there? How much did he see? Does he know about the briefs she took? She had no shame about what she did in the privacy of her own house but she never wanted anyone else to find out, much less her own brother.

	As Lynn pondered these worrying thoughts, yet another realization arose in her mind. It was Lincoln. Lincoln was the one watching from above. Something had tempted the young boy on the cusp of adolescence to peep in on his own sibling and for some reason, he chose her. Not one of their older, prettier sisters with the much more attractive features, but her. Lynn's heart was racing and as she took a seat on the toilet to collect herself. She was as stunned as she was flattered by this turn of events. Butterflies were fluttering about in her stomach as she giggled almost hysterically to herself. Did she bring this out of him just now with her teasing? She wanted to feel bad but couldn't. The sporty girl was just too giddy about the situation. It may not have been a full reciprocation of feelings but at least it was something.

	"YES!" the ecstatic girl cheered through gritted teeth as she leapt into the air and pumped her fist in celebration, nearly slipping on the wet floor as she landed. Cloaked in only a pink towel, the refreshed athlete exited the bathroom and strutted to her room for a short morning nap. Before she entered her room, she gave one quick glance to the door at the end of the hallway. Most girls would typically be disgusted with a brother who was trying to intentionally get a peek at the goods but then again, Lynn wasn't like most girls. From her affinity for sports to the love she felt for her brother, Lynn Loud knew she was a bit of an anomaly amongst her peers. It didn’t seem to bother her much though; she had made peace with who she was. Lincoln on the other hand was probably in need of some guidance. She wouldn't want her brother to end up like her. Would she?

----------------------------------

	As the day went on and the house grew loud with the cacophony of bickering siblings running rampant, Lincoln stood confined in his room, eager to resume his original plan of a weekend dedicated to reading comics. He had made peace with the turmoil stirring within him for the most part but a small fragment of doubt and fear still plagued him. He should have left well enough alone. He should have just stood in his room. His desire for more got the best of him though which eventually lead to a trek through the vents that did not go so smoothly. It was a close call that still sent a worrying sensation throughout the boy's body. He did breathe a sigh of relief knowing he wasn't actually spotted though. If word got out that he was peeping on his sisters he would have been in hot water. Kind of like Lynn was as she sat in the tub, sensually exploring her moist, naked body and dripping wet—

	"Get a hold of yourself Lincoln Loud!" The boy shook his head as he slapped himself in the face, hoping to snap some sense back. Lincoln quickly discarded these bothersome thoughts and got back to reading. He hastily flipped the page of his issue, eager to see how the next exciting turn of events would play out for his favorite superhero, Ace Savvy. Caught between a rock and a hard place, our caped crusader was faced with a terrible crisis. The evil and conniving Royal Flusher had taken Ace's trusty sidekick, One-Eyed Jack captive and to make matters worse, a meteor was en route for Earth and would make impact in a matter of minutes. As if that wasn't enough, Savvy promised to take his sweetheart Louise Lanely out to dinner and he was already running late! How was he going to get out of this pickle?

	Eyes still glued to the comic, Lincoln raised his arm to take a sip from his soda can only to discover that it was entirely tapped out. This was a greater injustice than anything Ace himself had ever faced. Lincoln could not allow himself to continue the story until every condition required for the perfect reading session was met. The boy set his comic down, quickly put on some clothes and made his way downstairs for another drink.


	"I'm telling you it's those darn gophers. They're out for revenge!"

	"Well whatever it is, it sure was GRATING. I had to get out of bed just to VENT my feelings! Haha! Did you get it?"

	Lincoln entered the kitchen and was greeted to the sight of Lana, Luan, Leni and Lori standing around discussing something or other.

	"What are you guys talking about?" A curious Lincoln inquired as he motioned towards the fridge.

	"Lincoln, didn't you hear that noise earlier this morning?" A worried Leni informed her younger brother as she hid behind her older sister. "It was probably a burger trying to break into the house!"

	"Burglar, Leni." Lori corrected.

	"No thanks, I already ate!"

	Lincoln felt his heart skip a beat when he realized just what his sisters were talking about. It seems Lynn wasn't the only one startled by his little sleuthing stunt.

	"It was probably just a rat or something." Lori said with disinterest as she texted away on her phone. "Someone should probably tell Dad. I would, but you know... no."

	"Well if it was a rat I think I'm gonna have to crawl up in there and get him out myself!" Lana said with confidence as she tucked on her overalls and puffed up her chest before marching upstairs.

	"Ooh, let me get my camera first!" Luan exclaimed as she placed her hands on her cheeks in excitement. "I RODENT wanna miss a second of this! Hahaha!"


	Lincoln made his way up the stairs and walked down the hall to his room. The white haired kid felt like he just committed a serious crime as he walked on eggshells throughout the house. It felt like he was about to get busted at any second. He had played a dangerous game and nearly lost. For the sake of his sisters as well as himself, he figured it would be best to never attempt something as foolish and juvenile like that again. The boy in the orange polo cracked open his soda and took a sip as he stepped into his room.

	"Thanks for the drink Lincoln, I'm parched!"

	The blurring motion of a fast acting hand swept right by Lincoln Loud in a flash. Startled by the sudden voice speaking to him, the boy hardly had time to register the can that was ripped right out of his palm. Sitting on his bed, in his spot, sipping from his soda and reading his comic was none other than his two-years older sister, Lynn Loud. Lincoln felt a lump form in the back of his throat but then swiftly suppressed it as he spoke up.

	"Lynn?! What are you doing here? Also, get out of my room, I'm trying to get some R&R here!"

	"Rude! Is that anyway to talk to your big sister?" Lynn said in a condescending tone as she skimmed through the pages of Lincoln's comic, feigning interest in the story.

	"Psssh, big sister. You know I'm half an inch taller than you, right?" Lincoln wittily retorted.

	Lynn quickly sprung from the mattress and ferociously pounced on top of Lincoln, tackling him to the ground before trapping him in a headlock.

	"Wanna repeat those words to me Linc?" Lynn loudly shouted with a smirk of superiority as she playfully strangled Lincoln. "I DIDN'T QUITE CATCH THAT!"

	"AACK! Okay I take it back! Just please let me go!" Lincoln pleaded as he flailed about in his sibling's grasp. He did this not just to preserve his safety but also his own morality. The mere touch from his sister made Lincoln's entire body shiver in a way that felt wrong yet oh so good. Her soft skin making contact with his own caused every tiny fiber of hair to stand on end in response. He subtly dug his face into Lynn's flexing arm, picking up her familiar scent. It smelled much like the brassiere Lincoln had coveted before, only stronger. For a girl who wasn't afraid to get a bit dirty, she exuded an odor that was like an exotic mix of sweat and freshly cut grass. It was weird but strangely pleasing for some bizarre reason. Lincoln could feel the shame overtake his body as his face winced in defiance, struggling to fight not just his sister but the conflicting feelings within.

	Now sitting on the floor reclining against the door, Lynn loosened her grip and freed Lincoln from his torment. What followed next put a halt to the boy's resistance and silenced his cries for help. The playful girl ceased her roughhousing and calmly wrapped her arms around her brother's waist, clasping her hands shut and pulling him in close. 

	Lincoln froze up, not entirely sure how to respond to the sudden change in mood. Normally, when Lynn had him in her clutches it was to perform a suplex or some other back breaking move but this time it was different. Lincoln felt no sense of imminent danger or hostility from his aggressive sister. It was an unusual and awkward moment for the Loud boy. This wasn't your typical sibling on sibling embrace and he could tell something was a bit off. He wasn't sure what Lynn was trying to accomplish but he couldn't bring himself to speak at the moment. Lynn stood still and silent, a side of the over-competitive girl Lincoln had rarely ever seen. He on the other hand was apprehensive and anxious about the whole ordeal. Instead of trying to make heads or tails of the situation Lincoln did the only thing he could think of at the moment. The trembling boy slowly placed his quivering palms over Lynn's clasped hands, his gentle fingers wrapping around her own. He took a deep breath, slowly slinking back into his sister's chest as he rested his head against her shoulder. His gaze moved towards the ceiling, trying to figure out what he should do but nothing came to mind. He sat and patiently waited for Lynn to make a move, any move, but nothing followed. The two siblings sat on the floor for what seemed like hours in total silence, only the very faint sound of their breathing to keep them company.

	"Hey Linc," Lynn whispered in her brother's ear, finally breaking the silence between them. "I've been meaning to talk to you about something. Something kind of personal."

----------------------------------

	Lincoln felt his stomach twist in ways he couldn’t imagine. This wasn't a moment he was at all looking forward to but there was no getting around it. These past 24 hours seemed like an eternity of walking on thin ice for the male Loud but he knew the elephant in the room needed to be addressed.

	"Do you hate me?"

	"Whoa Lynn, what? I mean seriously, WHAT?" The baffled boy said in a voice of pure incredulity, his eyes stretching wide open. Those cold, powerful words pierced right through Lincoln as they rang in his ears. It made him sick to his stomach to think that one of his siblings could think he felt like that about any of them. What the heck was causing all of this to surface, the boy wondered as he pulled himself up on his feet to properly confront his now crestfallen sister. "Where on EARTH would you ever get the impression that I might hate you? It's the most ridiculous thing I've ever heard and honestly, I'm a bit hurt to hear you say that!"

	"Sorry," Lynn somberly apologized as she stood up and averted her misty eyes from Lincoln. "I just figured you would because of all the noogies, roughhousing, unintentional beatings and well— UGH I'M SO STUPID! I should probably just—"

	Lynn reached for the door as she prepared to make her exit, keeping her head down the entire time. Before she could grab the knob, Lincoln intercepted her reach, standing in front of the door and blocking her path. The boy wasn't going to let his big sister leave his room looking like she just lost the championship match of a life time. He had a few more things he had to say and get off his chest.

	"Look Lynn, I don't want you to feel bad about the things that you do. I'll admit that you can be a bit aggressive at times but I know that you mean well and are just expressing yourself. It can be difficult trying to share your interests with others, especially when they just don't get it. I enjoy being in your life and spending time with you though! The indian burns, the wet willies, the accidental bruises, that awkward incident yesterday. I don't hate you for any of those things and nothing you say or do can ever change that! I love you just the way you are."

	"Thanks bro." There he goes again flaunting his charisma and being the best damn brother a sibling could ask for. It was no wonder why she was so enamored with him. How he was able to say what was on his mind without resorting to so much as a single piledriver was just impressive. Once again Lincoln had caused Lynn's face to grow flushed red but this time it was his kind reassuring words that were responsible. She rubbed her watery eyes, keeping her head turned away so Lincoln wouldn’t see her in such a vulnerable state. The mention of what transpired yesterday certainly didn't help her case either. She figured he was owed a bit of an explanation.

	"And Lincoln," Lynn anxiously added as she scratched her head and avoided eye contact. "About what happened yesterday. I’m real sorry you had to see that. I couldn’t help it, my body just sort of... acted on its own."

	"Oh." Lincoln tucked his hands into his pockets and turned away, his face almost as red as Lynn's from second hand embarrassment. "Oh yeah. That. Well don't worry about it. Sometimes we just have weird urges that our bodies can't really fight. I've been learning that the hard way recently." Lincoln sucked in his lips and felt his toes curl. Perhaps that last bit was a bit too much information to have shared with her.

	"Wait, what did you just say?" An intrigued Lynn interjected, eyes widening as she processed what Lincoln blurted. "S-So you've been getting them too, right? These crazy urges I mean."

	"Oh man, why did I even mention that what was I thinking? Stupid, stupid!" Lincoln face-palmed, kicking himself for letting such an embarrassing detail slip out. He was just trying to keep Lynn from feeling bad and in the spur of the moment, revealed something he wished he hadn’t.

	Lynn covered her mouth and giggled slightly at her brother’s distress. She had to admit, it was adorable and hilarious seeing him embarrassed like this. "It’s okay bro, don't beat yourself up! I mean you WERE peeping at me in the shower earlier so it makes sense now that I—"

	"WHAT? YOU KNEW IT WAS ME THE WHOLE TIME?!” The color drained from Lincoln’s mortified face, leaving him as pale as his platinum blonde hair. He thought he had gotten away with his dirty deed but his actions came back to haunt him. The jig was up. Lynn was going to tell all of their siblings about this too. He would be ridiculed by them until he moved out of the house. Heck, maybe even for the rest of his life. He could already see the dark cloud of guilt cast upon him. There was no living this down. The boy threw himself onto the bed and shamefully buried his face into his pillow. “Oh god, just end my horrible excuse of a life right now.” Lincoln muffled, doing all that he could to block out the world.

	“Ahahaha, you’re the absolute worst Linc!” Lynn playfully teased, trying her hardest to hold back the tears of laughter that were already flowing out. After a minute of indulging in her brother’s painful expense, Lynn took a seat at the edge of his bed, still grinning as Lincoln curled up and quietly whimpered into his pillow. This sight quickly made Lynn experience a moment of weakness and remorse. All the times Lincoln had ever been chided or punished for something he shouldn’t have done, this one really took the cake. Lincoln may be sharp and wise for his age but he was still just a kid. There was so much more about life he still had to learn. Perhaps this was the time to give him a bit of that guidance.

	“Linc. Liiiincoooln. Oh come on Lincoln, be a man and stop your blubbering, I’m not gonna tell anyone! So you did something totally skeevy and despicable. Big deal! I’m not gonna beat you up for it and you shouldn’t either!”

	“BUT I’M A DISGRACE TO OUR FAMILY!” Lincoln bellowed as he pulled himself up and faced his sister, his watery eyes overflowing with tears of regret. “I didn’t just peek; I did much more than that! I actually followed through with my gross, weird urges. I know it was wrong but I couldn’t control myself. I’m sorry Lynn. I’m so sorry.”

	As Lynn put two and two together, she began to blush profusely at the words Lincoln spilled out. So that’s what was eating away at him so much. She knew about his little escapades and urges but didn’t realize that he had advanced this far. The girl never even considered that her brother was already around THAT age. On the outside, she displayed a concerned and worried disposition but on the inside she was jumping with joy and laughing at the irony of the situation. Trudging through the scary and confusing trials of adolescence, these siblings were 2 sides of the same coin. They had given in to their primal urges and explored their desires in secrecy without the other’s knowledge. At least up until recently. 

	Lynn couldn’t bear to see her little brother in this funk for another second. She wasn’t the type to use her head for much other than bouncing a soccer ball but something had to be done. It was time to put those thinking muscles to good use, but what could be done to ease the boy? He needed some help and being a big sister came first. Lynn reached forward and grabbed a hold of her brother’s soft, freckled cheeks, wiping the tears from his sullen face with her thumbs.

	“Bro, calm down!” Lincoln fell silent as his gaze met Lynn’s, her sharp words bringing a halt to his waterworks. He sat motionless as Lynn carefully wrapped her arms around his back, pulling him in for yet another sibling embrace. Why wasn’t she mad at him? Why wasn’t she beating him up for being a freaky little pervert? She’s done way worse to him for less in the past. These were the thoughts Lincoln pondered as Lynn held him in her grasp. She gently cradled his head in her arms like the confused, frightened child he was, an action she hadn’t performed in nearly a decade. “No one’s mad at you, there’s certainly nothing wrong with you and you’re definitely not in trouble. At least you owned up to it and apologized. That took guts. I’m proud of you dude!”

	“So... you don’t hate me?” 

	“Of course not, doofus.” Lynn pulled out of the hug and gingerly placed her palms on Lincoln’s tear stained face. “I don't hate you and nothing you say or do can ever change that!”
	
The tables had turned and now Lincoln was the one being consoled by his sibling. His eyes lit up as he heard those familiar words thrown right back at him. He had never seen this soft, caring side of Lynn before. It seemed he was discovering more and more new things about his older sister these past 24 hours than he ever had before. It was a nice feeling. The boy cracked a teary smile right back at Lynn, relieved to hear her say exactly what he wanted to hear. He wasn’t expecting his sister to be so forgiving and he certainly wasn’t expecting what she was about to do next.

	Acting on impulse, Lynn pushed herself forward, simultaneously pulling Lincoln closer in the process. The sporty girl pressed her soft, peach lips against Lincoln’s in the heat of the moment. His already wide eyes bulged out even more, stunned by his sibling’s sudden movement. He raised his arms as if to force her off but stopped midway. Lincoln could have easily backed out of the kiss, he could have easily said no but something prevented him from doing just that. The prepubescent boy was rendered powerless as he was subjected to his sister’s sensual exploit. His locked lips tingled and his heartbeat accelerated. He stared directly into the girl’s face, her eyes closed as she lost herself in the moment. What was merely a 5 second smooch between siblings felt like an eternity to Lincoln. Lynn slowly pulled her warm lips off his, a faint smacking noise signaling the end of the intense moment between them.

	The aftermath of the event that just transpired left the emotional boy absolutely flummoxed. It took him a good while to register what happened as he stared blankly into Lynn’s inviting eyes. She returned a brazen smirk that showed absolutely no regret in her actions. Lincoln was no longer shedding any tears and the end of his world seemed to be out of sight. His lips trembled in uncertainty from the startling experience. It was the first time he had ever been on the receiving end of a real kiss. As gentle as it was, it left a powerful impression on the young boy. He unconsciously licked Lynn’s dripping saliva from his moist lips, savoring his first real taste of adulthood. It was a taste he wouldn’t forget any time soon.

	“Lynn. Why did you do that?”

	“Because I love you, stupid!” Lynn proudly exclaimed, wrapping an arm around Lincoln’s neck and playfully wrangling him about. “If you spilled out your embarrassing feelings the least I could do was show you mine. Is that gonna be a problem or am I gonna have to give you an atomic wedgie for gawking?”

	“I—I guess not.” Lincoln stammered and clutched the bed with his sweaty palms as the gravity of the situation sunk in. This was all so wrong, so very wrong and he knew it. Why did he find it so exhilarating then? Why did it give him such a rush? Their little moment the other day awoke some very strange feelings in the young boy and just now, those same feelings were elevated to a whole new level. He swallowed his breath and sheepishly spoke up. “Do you think we could maybe, do that again?”

----------------------------------

	Without so much as a single word or hint of hesitation, Lynn obliged her little brother’s request, her still wet lips meeting his once again. Lincoln was much more active in this session; his willingness to participate showing as he pushed his face towards Lynn’s and grabbed a hold of her shoulders for balance. Lynn rested her hands on Lincoln’s temples, playing with his silky white hair as she ran her fingers through his soft tufts. The already intense moment was further inflamed as Lynn took things a step further, prying Lincoln’s lips open with her tongue and inserting it in his mouth. The boy jumped slightly but quickly settled down, giving his consent and allowing Lynn’s tongue to poke and prod around within. Lincoln retaliated, his own tongue dancing around Lynn’s in a hot swirling flurry of saliva and passion. All their inhibitions had been thrown right out the window and for both of the impulsive adolescents; it was just as good the second time around if not better.

	The libidinous, lip-locked Louds pulled themselves away after a few minutes of nonstop smooching. If it wasn’t for the exhaustion setting in, they wouldn’t have had a reason to stop. Panting as if they just ran a marathon, the brother and sister stared directly into each other’s eyes, the warm breath of the other brushing against their bright red faces. It was an exhilarating experience for Lincoln and a long overdue one for Lynn.

	“Whoa Lynn,” Lincoln said in astonishment, still huffing as he attempted to catch his breath. “Where did you learn to kiss like that?”

	“Kissing is just another sport I’m naturally awesome at!” Lynn smugly scoffed, trying not to think about the countless nights she spent practicing with her pillow in secrecy. “You’re not too bad yourself Lincoln. Still not as good as me though!”

	“Whatever! A bit more practice and I’ll be kissing circles around you!” Lincoln playfully retorted, relieved that there was no longer any tension between him and his sister. Not of the awkward variety at least. They may have been the closest in age, but Lincoln always felt just a bit distant from Lynn due to her crass and energetic nature. After recent events however, he had never felt closer to his sister than ever before, in more ways than one.

	“In your dreams Linc!” Lynn delivered a friendly jab to Lincoln’s shoulder, giggling as her mind wandered back to their exciting make-out session.

	“No, in YOUR dreams, Lynn!”

	Lincoln returned the favor, giving the sporty girl a taste of her own medicine. He formed a fist and gently jabbed back. Being the poorly coordinated kid that he is, Lincoln miscalculated the trajectory of his punch and missed his target completely. His fist made impact, striking the girl right upon her chest.

	“Ouch! Watch it buddy, that’s a foul play!” Lynn recoiled, crossing her arms and covering her chest. The flustered girl grew neon red but nowhere near as much as Lincoln had. “Just because we smooched a bit doesn’t mean you can go for the gold!”

	“W-wait a minute, that wasn’t what I was trying to do!” Lincoln stammered and spastically waved his arms around, trying to defend his mistake and save face. It was a particularly embarrassing display by the male Loud that was realized a second too late. A blanket of shame quickly covered the boy. The 2 siblings had just worked things out, the last thing he wanted to do was throw another wrench into the mix.
 
	Lynn watched and giggled as her brother made up excuse after excuse, attempting to justify his hilarious error. Lincoln’s feeble punch didn’t really faze the girl but she took the chance to tease him just a bit more. It had been a long and exhausting day so far and a laugh was just what she needed. Lynn still couldn’t believe that she had managed to confess her true feelings to her own brother. She couldn’t believe that she took the plunge and kissed him on the lips. What’s more, she couldn’t believe that he acknowledged those feelings in such a positive manner. He wasn’t disgusted or creeped out, nor did he hate her for it. He must have felt the same way, right? Why would he ask for more if he didn’t? There was no verbal reciprocation on his part but his actions clearly said it all. If only she could find out how he really felt about her. Perhaps he needed a bit more of an incentive. Lynn’s eyes lit up like they do when she makes a 3-pointer from half court. A devilish and risky idea suddenly came to her. It was a long shot but she appreciated a good challenge.

	“Psssst. Hey Lincoln.” Lynn leaned forward, a naughty smile stretching across both sides of her face. Lincoln grew nervous as his sister mischievously inched closer to him. He raised his arms and shielded his face in preparation for the retribution that was about to be delivered. He couldn’t see Lynn but he could definitely feel her intimidating and looming presence. It kind of felt like... gentle breathing? The sporty Loud suddenly spoke up, her raspy voice whispering directly into Lincoln’s ear. 

	“You wanna see them?”

	Lincoln’s scrunched up face unwrinkled and his eyes popped open. His trembling body came to a halt and his guard was lowered. He felt his heart skip a beat as he turned to face his impish sister.

	“Come again?” Lincoln asked despite being fully aware of what she said a second ago. He just had to make sure.

	“You heard me. Do you want to see them?” Lynn reiterated, holding her smug grin the entire time.

	“A-are you talking about your—“
	
	“Sure am.”

	“Right here?”

	“Yup.”

	“Right now?” 

	“Uh-huh.”

	Lincoln wasn’t sure if he wanted to say yes or no. It was a question he was struggling with internally to answer. The kiss was one thing but what Lynn proposed was a whole different ball game. Sure he had seen a few of his sisters naked before but it was always on accident and completely innocent in nature. Then again, Lincoln was only human and he was in fact trying to sneak a peek at Lynn earlier in the day. He wanted to be a decent being and decline but he also wanted to just give in and see where it goes. After a brief period of debate, Lincoln realized that he cared far too much about the bond between him and Lynn to throw it all away on a rash decision like this.

	“Lynn, I think we should stop this right now before it goes any further. We’re siblings. Brother and sister. Flesh and blood! Besides, we could get in DEEP trouble. I’m grateful that we can be honest with each other about such personal things but I don’t want to lose what we have. I think it would be best to be mature about this and—”

	“Clock is ticking on the offer Linc. Is that a yes or no?”

	“YES YES YES I WOULD VERY MUCH LIKE TO SEE THEM PLEASE.” The boy slammed his fist into his bed, shutting his eyes to avoid contact with Lynn. He couldn’t fight the temptation any longer and he hated himself for being so weak. He was a curious boy on the cusp of adolescence; it was only natural for him to be interested. Maybe this would be worth it though. Maybe it would make him feel better. Maybe.

	“HA! You’re such a doofus Lincoln.” Lynn tussled Lincoln’s hair, quite pleased with her brother’s answer. His sincerity was just so endearing and adorable. Lynn was getting excited just thinking about the situation. To be honest, she wanted this just as much as he did.

	Lynn sat up on the bed and crossed her legs as she got into position. Lincoln eagerly watched in anticipation as Lynn grabbed her jersey by the hem, lifting it up over her arms and head. Time seemed to slow down for the prepubescent boy as Lynn began to remove her top. Her well tone abs came into view first and Lincoln found his mind racing back to their encounter in the kitchen. There was something absolutely mesmerizing about her lower torso and he would’ve kept staring if she hadn’t revealed more of her body. Lincoln’s eyes glistened and his mouth dropped agape in awe as Lynn pulled her shirt up past her neck, revealing a small red training brassiere, a bit similar to the sports bra she had on earlier.

	Lynn tossed her jersey aside and adjusted her ponytail. She glanced at Lincoln who was trying his hardest not to look like a slack jawed baboon but his attempts were all for naught. If this is how he got at the sight of a measly bra, she couldn’t wait to see his reaction to what would follow.

	“Hey Lincoln, don’t blink.” Lynn bit her lip from the rush she was getting as she slid the straps off her shoulders, freeing her arms and finally removing the training bra completely. All that remained on her person was a pair of comfy red shorts and some white tube socks that stretched up just below the knees. It was quite liberating.

	For young Lincoln Loud, the sight in front of him made the world screech to a halt. His sister Lynn sat mere inches away; legs crossed, bare chest protruding and a hand resting on her arm. Her posture was a fragile yet strong one that was inviting as it was intimidating. She took a deep breath and glanced at her dumbstruck sibling. She watched as Lincoln arched forward and stretched his polo down over his pants, trying his damnedest to cover his ever-growing and quickly hardening shame. It made her smile a bit.

	Lincoln’s mind was racing and running wild with all kinds of saucy thoughts. His head remained motionless as he slowly craned forward, inching closer for a better peek at his sister’s exposed chest. His curious eyes zipped around at the speed of light, taking in the glorious sight. He marveled at every feature he could from the cute brown freckles peppered across her pectoral region to the tan lines formed by her sports bra, the contrasting shades of light and dark skin color further accentuating her upper chest. Speaking of chest, Lincoln’s eyes quickly zoomed in on the prize; his vision focused on Lynn’s tiny yet pert nipples, protruding like a mounted light switch, just begging to be flicked ever so softly and turned on. While it was all an amazing and phenomenal sight in the young boy’s eyes, he began to grow distracted for one reason or another. The magic of the moment had begun to drain. He couldn’t help but notice something about all of this just felt kind of off. It was as if something was... missing.

	“So what do you think of them?” Lynn pushed herself forward, eager to hear Lincoln’s response. Right now, his opinion meant the world to her.

	“They’re... they’re...”

	“Yeeeeaaaah?” 

	“They’re... kind of small?”

	Lincoln was completely oblivious to the true meaning of the words he just uttered. He just opened up a nasty can of worms in front of the wrong sibling. As far as he knew, he was just stating a fact. A fact that just so happened to hit a bit close to home for the young developing girl.

	“What. Did you. Say?”Lynn gritted her teeth behind her smile, her fingers digging into her palms hard enough to draw the tiniest amount of blood. The sporty girl was a fuming volcano of rage on the verge of erupting. If this boy wasn’t her brother, she would have busted his kneecaps and showed him the true meaning of the word ‘football’.

	“It’s just that... well, I was expecting them to be much bigger is all.” Lincoln continued to run his mouth, digging himself deeper and deeper with every word. “No offense, but they’re really not much bigger than mine. I guess it’s different from person to person. I can’t believe I’m just noticing that.”

	“Lincoln.”

	“Yeah Lynn?”

	The seething, self conscious teen raised her mighty fist up and swung it down like an executioner’s axe. Lincoln shrieked in terror and turned his face away from the oncoming assault. After a minute of bracing for impact, Lincoln slowly opened his eyes and saw Lynn’s fist hovering just over him.

	“TWO. FOR. FLINCHING!” Lynn swallowed her pride and rage, striking her brother repeatedly on the arm and resisting the urge to just knock the daylights out of him completely.

	“OUCH. That was four punches...” Lincoln’s body nearly collapsed under the force of her mighty jabs. He gently massaged his aching arm, trying to reflect on the situation. Do girls always punch guys when they do stuff like this? First Ronnie Anne and now Lynn. Love really does hurt. Perhaps he should try something different.

	“I’m gonna let you off easy just this once Lincoln.” Lynn scolded, cracking her knuckles as she collected her composure. “You should NEVER EVER say something like that to a girl. Besides, I get enough of that at school as it is, I don’t need to hear it from my own brother. It’s no wonder you still don’t have a girlfriend! In fact, if I made a touchdown for every time you—”

	Lynn soon found her preachy monologue cut short by Lincoln, who took a bold step forward. The inquisitive boy placed his hand on Lynn’s small budding breast, cupping what little there was in his palm. The warm touch of her brother’s fingers against her bare skin caused Lynn’s entire body to tingle in response. His curious digits skated around the circumference of her small mound, occasionally giving Lynn’s boob a gentle squeeze. The sporty girl was at a complete loss for words. She felt like she should speak up and say something but nothing came to mind. Her stomach was churning with butterflies and she could feel goosebumps forming all over her skin. She felt like her whole body was going to melt.

	“L-Lincoln... I didn’t say you could—” 

	Lynn’s halfhearted protests fell on deaf ears. Lincoln’s focus was locked entirely on his sister’s tiny, pale breasts, his undivided attention preventing him from acknowledging the stifled moans of pleasure she was generating. Those blissful sounds of joy she produced only increased in volume and frequency as the boy moved his focus elsewhere, his fingers circling her areolas as he motioned towards her now erect nipple. Lincoln threw all caution to the wind as he took his other hand and began playing with her other tit. Lynn bit her lip as her hands began to descend down near her crotch. It was becoming increasingly difficult to fight her body’s desires but after a certain point she didn’t seem to care. The way 	Lincoln was working his hands were like magic despite his inexperience. She had no idea a massage like this could feel so stimulating and unbelievable. Here Lynn Loud was, topless as her little brother and own taboo crush, fondled her goods with such intrigue and fervor. The joy she received was as if she just hit a grand slam, again and again and again without relent.

	The platinum haired boy eventually backed off much to Lynn’s chagrin. He stared at his shaking red palms for a second; a small amount of sweat coated them after the intense workout. Lincoln looked up at his sister who was breathing irregularly as she attempted to hide her ruffled state. She wasn’t ready to let Lincoln see just how much power he had over her in that brief moment. 

	“Lynn,” Lincoln spoke up as he came to a sudden realization. “Your boobs are amazing!”

	“What?” The athlete blurted out in response, a small laugh of confusion escaping her mouth as she played back what he said. That was not a sentence she was ever expecting to hear her own brother say to her. “A minute ago you said they were tiny!”

	“Well they are,” Lincoln pointed out, causing Lynn to pout as she covered her chest. “But that’s not really a big deal! You shouldn’t feel so self conscious and inadequate about these things. It’s when you start comparing yourself to others that you begun to doubt who you are and what you are capable of. That’s why I always try to do my own thing, regardless of what people say about me. And if it’s any consolation, well, I think they’re kind of cute, I guess.”

	In the second it took for Lynn to register those words, the tomboyish girl had already stretched her arms out, wrapping them around Lincoln and pulling him in for a heartfelt hug. Lincoln’s surprised face fell flat against Lynn’s bare chest, stirring some exciting feelings within.

	“Sometimes it ticks me off just how right you are Lincoln. You’re always so levelheaded and charismatic that it makes me want to beat the sense out of you! You’re like the glue that holds this family together. It’s just one of the reasons why I love you so much!”

	“About the beating? I’d really appreciate it if you didn’t do that though.” Lincoln muffled, trying not to stare at the eyeful of nipple in front of him. It seemed so much bigger up close. So much more enticing.

	“Relax, I was only teasing!” Lynn gave her brother a soft noogie, tightening her grip around him in the process.

	Lincoln’s face lit up more and more with each passing second. He never thought when he was peeking at her in the shower that he would ever get this up-close and personal. Would he be pushing his luck by going in for another quick squeeze? Would it be wrong to ask for one more kiss? These are the thoughts that flowed through his mind as he hugged Lynn back, causing his waist to inch forward the smallest amount. It was just enough however, to clue Lynn in on how he truly felt about the situation at hand. Things couldn’t possibly escalate any further between the two. She was an absolute fool to have ever thought that.

----------------------------------

	“Hey Lincoln.” 

	The sporty tomboy’s leg trembled in excitement as she felt the weight of her little brother’s bulge press against her thigh. Even through the thickness of his denim jeans, she could make out the form of his stiffening manhood as it rubbed against her. The friction was hot against her thigh but nowhere near as hot as the fire between her legs. Lynn’s arousal increased by the second and it was driving her absolutely bonkers. There was no way she could allow their game to end right then and there.

	“Yeah Lynn?” 

	Lincoln continued to embrace his older sister, the vibrations of her leg felt amazing against his groin. Deep down, the boy still felt a tiny sliver of regret about what he was doing but he had more or less given in to the erotic whims of his growing body. Lincoln wasn’t hiding his desire at this point and truth be told, he didn’t care if she saw. There was no way he could allow their game to end right then and there.

	Lynn grabbed Lincoln by the arms, ending their hug and pushing the boy up and off of her naked body. She narrowed her eyes, raised a cheek and threw out a wide smirk. It was a proud, self-satisfied one, the kind Lynn got whenever she carried her team to victory. She spoke in a smug yet suggestive tone, her index finger fiercely stabbing the air as she pointed out the noticeable swelling down under. “It looks like you’re up to bat, bro!”

	Lincoln quickly lowered a hand and covered his groin as if to hide the all too noticeable erection from Lynn. He took the opportunity to give his crotch a nice squeeze, not too hard but just enough to incite a bit of pleasure. “Sorry about that, I guess I got a little excited there. The darn thing just acts on its own sometimes!”

	“I may be a natural born athlete but I’m not a dumb meathead,” Lynn playfully pushed her little brother away, slamming his back into the bed’s wooden headboard. She leaned forward over Lincoln and gave him a pinch on the cheek, her knee propped up snuggly against his junk. “You’ve been trying to hide that thing from me for a while now haven’t you? You’re such a pervert Lincoln!”

	Lynn giggled as Lincoln’s mind wandered once more back to yesterday’s incident. The tables had turned and now he was the one at his sibling’s mercy. He couldn’t help but let out a nervous chuckle as he tugged anxiously on his collar. One minute she was as sweet as can be, the next she was back to playful schoolyard bully. Lincoln wasn’t too sure what she was going to do but he was conditioned to always expect the worse.

	“Hey Lincoln, can I ask a favor of you?” The spunky brunette whispered as she pulled herself away from the boy and sank her palms into the mattress. She jittered about like a kid coked up on candy, eagerly waiting in anticipation for something exciting. 

	“That depends,” Lincoln replied with a bit of snark, determined to show that he would not be pushed over so easily. Deep down however, the curious boy had a feeling that he would just about comply with whatever Lynn asked at this point. “What do you want?”

	“Can you please... show it to me?”

	Lincoln’s only response was to stare blankly at his sister for a few seconds with a particularly dimwitted expression. She stared back; the lack of an immediate response from him was a blow to her ego. Lynn decided to resort to the age old tactic every kid used in times of desperation. She clasped her hands together and put on a pair of sad puppy-dog eyes. It was a tad unbecoming of the typically aggressive girl but damn it if it didn’t get to Lincoln. At least she had the decency to ask for his permission.

	“Gee Lynn, I really don’t know if I should...” Lincoln nervously scratched his head, grimacing as he mulled over whether or not he should oblige. In actuality he was quite tempted to fulfill his sister’s wish but he didn’t want to come off as too eager or desperate. If he learned anything through this ordeal, it was that dealing with the opposite sex required a certain ‘finesse’ and Lynn was no exception.

	“Oh come on, I showed you my tits!” Her fake, innocent demeanor faded and was replaced with one of disappointment and anger. She felt swindled and dejected. “I even let you grab them! You sure weren’t complaining then!”

	“Let’s be honest here Lynn, that wouldn’t be a very fair trade,” Lincoln teased. Lynn was none too pleased. “BUT! You did ask politely and you are my sister; plus it’s my job as a brother to look out for you. If that’s what I have to do to make it up to you then so be it!”

	“Wait, does that mean what I think it means?!” Lynn’s eyes lit up like fireworks in the night sky on Independence Day. She was like a famished dog that was just thrown a big ol’ bone.

	“I’ll show you mine,” Lincoln stood up. He inhaled and exhaled swiftly, mustering up all the courage he could for what he was about to say. He sharply raised a finger, holding it right in Lynn’s face. “But only if you show me yours!”

	“Mmmmmm... Sure!”

	Lincoln froze. He wasn’t expecting Lynn to agree to his condition so hastily or even at all. The answer was so clear she barely even take the time to think about it. The girl knew what she wanted and she didn’t mind going the extra mile. She was actually quite pleased to see Lincoln take a bit of initiative for once. It only further excited and stimulated the sporty girl.

	“Wait, what? Really?” Lincoln nearly choked as he spoke in disbelief.

“Yeah, I don’t see why not. I’m not afraid to show you what I got!”

	“W-Well, alright then,” Lincoln undid the buttons on his polo and quickly removed the bright orange shirt, showcasing his skinny, pale chest. He kicked his shoes off and without a second thought, quickly dropped trou. No shame, he walked around in his underwear all the time this was hardly any different. Piece of cake but now here comes the hard part, Lincoln thought to himself. Lynn swallowed her breath, closely observing Lincoln with intrigue like a spectator at a magician’s show. She had to fight the urge to tackle him right then and there and divulge his secret. The boy’s hands trembled as he slipped his fingers into the waist of his white briefs. He still couldn’t believe he was actually going to reveal himself like this. He did his best to contain his composure but it was all so nerve-wracking. “Here goes nothing I guess.”

	“Wait,” Lynn intervened as she hopped off the bed, now standing proud before her anxious brother. She couldn’t let him go at it alone. “Let’s do it at the same time okay? It’ll be easier that way!”

	“R-right!”

	Lynn followed in Lincoln’s steps, grabbing a hold of both her crimson shorts as well as the undies beneath. The two siblings stared at each other one final time before trading reassuring nods. Both of the Louds began counting down to the big moment in unison. As vulnerable as Lincoln and Lynn were, they both felt a surge of excitement coursing through every fiber in their adolescent bodies. They both knew they could rely on each other no matter what happened between them. At that moment, there was nowhere else they’d rather be than with the person they trusted most.

	“One... Two... THREE!”

	Lincoln and Lynn quickly dropped their undergarments simultaneously, not taking their eyes off each other’s face for even a second. It was all so fast and sudden that both of the hormone driven siblings were quite sure it was a dream. They quickly realized it wasn’t when their eyes swiftly darted down and then back up. The glance was a fast one, less than half a second but it was long enough to leave a lasting impression on both of the Louds. Lynn was as red as a stop sign and Lincoln wasn’t doing any better. The severe sexual tension was so thick you could cut it with a knife. It prevented either of them from saying anything for a good period of time as they stood in front of each other, buck naked with nothing to hide. After a minute of awkward silence, Lincoln took it upon himself to break the ice. 

	“Lynn. You’re naked.” Lincoln foolishly spilled out. He was just about ready to slap himself for making such an astute and perceptive observation. Nothing got by that Loud, not even the obvious.


	“Yeah. So are you dude,” The tomboy held back a laugh. “Hey, are you trying to cover yourself? Don’t be afraid, I’m not gonna bite ya or anything!”

	Lincoln hadn’t even yet realized that he was using his hands to subconsciously censor his goods. It was all on instinct for the naked, white haired boy. Lynn clearly had no shame in presenting herself, he figured he shouldn’t either. Besides, it was only fair that he held up his end of the deal. He cautiously removed his hands and allowed his arms to drop to the side. There was no longer anything to be afraid of.

	Like a caged animal being set free, little Linc scurried out of its prison and roamed into the wild, basking in the fresh aroma of freedom. At least that’s how it felt to Lincoln himself. In reality, his semi-erect penis unceremoniously flopped out of his palms, embarrassingly slapping against his thigh before dangling to a halt.

	The giggles Lynn had been holding in could not be contained any longer. The girl’s mouth exploded and a cacophony of laughter erupted out.

	“W-what’s so funny?” Lincoln’s face became flushed red with rage and humiliation.


	“Nothing, nothing! It’s just that we haven’t been together like this in years. Not since we were small enough to take baths together. You’ve really... grown!”

	“Oh. Yeah. I haven’t thought about that in a long time,” Lincoln nervously chuckled, breathing a sigh of relief. He thought something ELSE caused Lynn to burst out in laughter. His demeanor quickly grew somber and serious as he continued to speak. “What we’re doing now though? It’s not like before. It’s different. It’s more than just some silly shower between siblings. It’s not normal but I don’t think I can help it anymore.”

Lynn’s heart began to ache. She knew she was different. She knew her feelings would never be accepted by her peers. Hearing Lincoln of all people say those kind of words though just left a bad taste in her mouth. She didn’t want to feel responsible for leading him down a road he’d regret.

	“We don’t have to do this if you don’t want to Lincoln,” Lynn spoke in a hoarse voice, trying not to seem too disappointed. The brunette girl had become a twisting rollercoaster of emotions throughout all of this. She stared down at the floor and briefly scratched her nose. It was the perfect excuse to wipe away the few tears that started to drip down her face. “I can get dressed and get out. We’ll never have to speak of this ever again.” 

	“I don’t want you to go though,” Lincoln’s body lunged forward on instinct at the sight of his upset sibling. He squeezed Lynn, pressing his soft pale torso up against her own. The warmth of his bare embrace made Lynn feel a tad lightheaded. She could feel his hot, stiffening pride as it gently dug into her thigh, mere centimeters from her quaking womanhood. Usually Lynn was the one to overpower Lincoln but now he was the one who was in control. “I’m still just a bit scared of what might happen. Despite that, I want you to stay right here with me. I want to be by your side. I want to make you happy. Oh geez, was that a strange thing to say?”

	“A little,” Lynn joked as Lincoln held her in his arms. The fragile touch of his fingers felt just as good around her bare back as they did on her breasts. She reciprocated and inched as close as she could to the boy she so admired. “But if you’re the strange one then I guess that makes me a real weirdo.”

	Lincoln planted a light smooch on Lynn’s cheek, . The girl could practically feel the tingling sensation in each individual freckle that rested upon her delighted face. It was an invigorating experience that just melted her soul. In a way, it was even better than their wild makeout session moments earlier.

	“That’s alright,” Lincoln spoke softly into Lynn’s ear as he rested his chin over her shoulder. Being nestled up against another person like this like this with no secrets or restrictions between them was comforting to the young boy. He couldn’t tell if that was coming from the side of him that saw Lynn as a woman or as his sister. He decided not to fret over it too much. The repercussions of these forbidden acts frightened the adolescent but he did his best to bury them. Right now he was just concerned with making sure his sister was happy. “We’ll be weirdos together.”

----------------------------------

	Those reassuring and comforting words were all Lynn Loud needed to hear to get her engine revving. Her body felt as light as a feather and as hot as the sun in Lincoln’s arms. She never expected her fucked up feelings to be accepted by anyone, especially not Lincoln. Yet here Lynn was, sharing the most intimate and intense moment of her young 13 year old life with the one person whose opinion she valued the highest. All the troubles and worries she felt were thrown out further and faster than a toss from a professional pitcher. For the first time in her life she truly felt at peace.

	“You’re a real team player you know that Linc,” Lynn lowered her head and smiled contently. She rested her cheek against Lincoln’s chest, much as he did to her moments earlier. “Thanks for making me feel better about myself. Let me return the favor.”

	Lynn smirked suggestively at Lincoln as she grabbed a hold of his hand, her agile fingers quickly interlocking with his own. She yanked the boy firmly yet carefully towards his bed, practically guiding him along like a lost, frighten child. Lynn gritted her teeth and grabbed the white haired kid with both arms, pulling him forward and flinging him on the bed with all her might. Lincoln soared through the air and landed rather ungracefully on his back. Similar like their wrestling match the other day, Lynn had successfully earned Lincoln’s trust only to betray him once again. He was getting real tired of quite literally being tossed around. That was the Lynn he knew though. Even in tender moments she liked to play rough.

	“OUCH. Be careful Lynn, you know I’m fragile,” Lincoln lifted his head up in a daze, holding a hand against his skull to stop his brain from rattling around. “I gotta say, that didn’t exactly... make me... feel better...”

	Lincoln’s words became stilted and strained as he regained his equilibrium. His vision focused and his face lit up with redness like a vibrant, neon sign. The boy was sitting on his rear end; legs spread wide open, completely in the nude. It was a vulnerable and compromising position for the young boy. That wasn’t the sole reason for his flushed face however.

	Opposite the boy was his sister, who laid on her stomach in between his slender legs. Lynn’s elbows dug into the mattress as her palms held her chin up. She playfully kicked her feet back and forth in the air like an excited school girl at a slumber party. The expression on her face was far from a subtle one. The sporty girl stared longingly at Lincoln’s exposed member with half-lidded eyes and an impossibly wide grin that would give the Cheshire Cat a run for its money. Lynn’s head tilted the longer she looked and a trail of saliva soon oozed from her mouth. The rambunctious and titillated teen was completely mesmerized by her little brother’s adorably impressive specimen. It set the curious girl’s mind aflutter with all kinds of salacious thoughts. All of this was beginning to make the boy feel just a tad uncomfortable. Leave it to Lynn to make things weird.

	“Cooooool,” It was all Lynn could muster up the ability to say as she lost herself in the moment. She was like a kid in a candy store only it wasn’t the promise of delicious confectionaries that had her mouth watering. The tomboy intently ogled her little brother’s half mast pole with fascination and awe. Lincoln felt bashful to have someone stare so closely at the most vulnerable and sensitive part of his body. Lynn had seen images of them before in her health textbook (as well as on the internet behind closed doors) but this really took the cake. “I’ve never seen an actual one in person before! It’s all floppy and funny looking.”

	Lincoln was not impressed by Lynn’s crass assessment of his private parts. He felt the need to speak up and say something about it. The boy opened his mouth but no words came out. All that escaped was an involuntary moan of surprise that fluctuated in pitch. A jolt rushed through his body that caused his muscles to tense up.

	Lynn’s own curiosity got the better of her and in a way, the better of Lincoln. The rowdy girl repeatedly poked and prodded at the boy’s semi flaccid dick with the tip of her index finger. Her motions were rough yet meticulous. From the quick instances of contact she could tell just how sensitive and malleable his member was. With each poke, she watched its reaction to her touch in grand amusement. Lincoln’s penis wobbled and swayed about like a punching bag only to return back to the center, realigned by its own quickly forming rigidness. Seconds ago it was nothing more than a cute little worm but Lynn’s constant teasing caused Lincoln’s rod to undergo an astonishing growth. His pride had nearly doubled in size over time and now it stood tall in defiance, no longer fazed by the inspecting tomgirl’s touch. Worm? Lynn was wrong. Rattle snake was a much more apt comparison. So this is what happened when boys got excited. Lynn should have guessed but she never did pay much attention in sex ed. Instead of hearing about the birds and the bees, she was always thinking about the grass and the breeze. She’d rather be kicking balls instead of learning about them, at least until today. Speaking of balls...

	Lynn didn’t want to put all her attention in one place, after all there was so much more to see and explore. Her eyes darted down and took notice of the other enticing feature exclusive to boys. Positioned at the base of the penis was a peculiar sack that held the very essence of man. Lynn didn’t know that though when she cusped it in her palm and tightly groped it. 

	Lincoln winced and let out a small yelp of pain that echoed in his tiny linen closet of a room. Lynn could feel his body retract a bit as she held his nads in her mighty grasp. The aggressive athlete didn’t know the meaning of the term ‘decorum’. She looked up at her brother to see how he was doing. His brows were tilted in and he gave her a dirty look as he gritted his teeth. Despite that, Lincoln didn’t say a word. He didn’t have to though; Lynn could read him like a scoreboard. To say she held him in the palm of her hands would have been an understatement. She quite literally had Lincoln by the balls.

	“You know these things are pretty fun to play with,” Lynn snickered, clearly enjoying the position she was in. “They’re like soft, lopsided golf balls or something!” The brunette teen eased her grip a bit and began twiddling her fingers. From below, Lincoln could feel as Lynn gently joggled his package around in her hand, shaking them around like a pair of dice. The tip of her digits danced across the boy’s scrotum, tickling him as his balls bounced around her fingers. Every now and again Lynn would surprise her sibling with another firm but fair squeeze. It was a twisted mix of both pleasure and pain. Just when he thought things couldn’t get any better Lynn proved him wrong and upped the ante.

	“Nice bat you got here bro,” Lynn complimented the preteen, fiercely clutching his now fully erect cock. All that toying around really got his blood flowing. Her fingers wrapped around the circumference of his girth, giving the boy another solid press. Lincoln may have been the adorable, kind hearted sibling she loved with every fiber of her body but he was hardly a kid anymore in her eyes. “Mind if I take it for a swing?”

	“Lynn,” Lincoln swallowed his breath and stared into his sister’s confident eyes. He had only one thing to say. “Are you sure you know what you’re doing?”

	“Of course I do you dummy,” Lynn scoffed and rolled her eyes. “I’ve seen Lori and Bobby do this kind of thing before, how hard could it be?”

	“Wait, what did you just—“Lincoln’s oncoming question was cut off almost instantly as Lynn took charge once again, effectively silencing her brother’s babbling. With a steady motion of her hand, the spunky teen began slowly and gently sliding her palm up and down the length of Lincoln’s elongated shaft. Lincoln threw himself back in response to his sister’s wild move. His toes clenched together tightly and his fingers stabbed into his mattress. The world started to spin in the young man’s eyes. It was only just recently that Lincoln Loud had discovered how great it felt to pleasure himself. He never imagined how heavenly it could be to have someone else do it for you.

	Lynn bit her tongue and narrowed her eyes slightly. Lincoln’s rock hard cock had her undivided attention throughout all of this. Truth be told, Lynn wasn’t sure if what she was doing was right but Lincoln wasn’t complaining so clearly she wasn’t wrong. She continued to wing it with her amateur technique, occasionally falling out of rhythm or tripping over her own fingers. The heat that generated from Lincoln’s tool was absolutely intense. Combined with the friction from her handjob, Lynn’s palm felt like it was on fire. She did receive a small bit of relief as her vigorous tugging caused a few drops of Lincoln’s precum to leak down her thumb. It was rather cooling. She was determined not to let up though and began to gradually increase her speed. As she got into the groove of things, she quickly looked up at her brother to see how he was handling the situation. The guy looked like he was about to pass out.

	“Are you feeling alright Lincoln,” A slightly worried Lynn inquired as she began to decelerate. Perhaps she was being too rough with him. “Do you want me to slow down or—”

	“Don’t stop. Go faster.”

	Lynn was startled by Lincoln’s sudden demand. Talk about a freaky little go-getter. The ferocity in his voice came out of nowhere. That was a side of Lincoln she had never glimpsed at before and to be honest, it gave the girl a bit of a rush. Sporting a wicked smile, Lynn happily obliged and accelerated her rhythmic hand motions just for him.

	Lincoln’s dick was under siege from all sides and angles. His entire groin was reverberating from the pure excitement and stimulation of it all. He could feel her pick up the pace once more and that only further drove the boy over the edge. His breathing grew heavy and irregular as his body began to sweat from the intensity. His pelvis bucked up much to Lynn’s surprise and his torso rose off the bed.

	“LYNN.”

	“Yeah?”

	“Watch out!”

	Lincoln grunted like a feral beast as Lynn continued to pump away at his warm, pulsating manhood. The edging adolescent held out for as long as he could but he had reached his limit. The white haired boy erupted like a volcano, shooting out a huge milky load that rocketed into the air. Lynn relinquished her hold and watched in wonderment as the stream of jizz reach its zenith before descending back down in slow motion. A thick glob splattered right back down on Lincoln’s still twitching erection as well as his soft, pale stomach. Exhausted and covered in his own cum, Lincoln felt like a frosted toaster strudel. He was far too fatigued to even feel ashamed.

	“HEY,” Lynn recoiled in shock from the sudden burst. “Watch where you’re aiming that thing, dude!” The perturbed girl reprimanded her messy excuse of a younger brother. Her sharp leer slowly panned down to her sore, red hand. Some of Lincoln’s jizz had managed to mark her like a stray shot from a paintball gun on the way down. Her gaze shifted back and forth between her own hand and Lincoln for a good minute. She wiped a bit off and inspected the white goop closely, playing with it in her fingers. It was viscous and incredibly sticky. Had a really strong and strange scent to it as well unlike anything she ever had ever whiffed before. So this was the stuff she heard about in health class the one time she decided to follow along. This was the stuff she had seen in those videos online in the privacy of her room while Lucy slept. This was the stuff boys made when they got ‘excited’. This stuff belonged to Lincoln, it literally came from him. Without hesitation, Lynn gave the sample a quick taste. Her face lit up as she took it all in. It was a unique mix; a teensy bit salty yet also sweet with just the tiniest hint of... oranges? Lynn was caught off guard by the exotic flavor. It wasn’t too bad but the fact that it was Lincoln’s own special taste made it all the better.

	Lynn reached for more but felt a sudden disturbance that rocked her world. Lincoln’s eyes widened and his head suddenly perched up. The siblings exchanged a worried and nervous stare. The feeling she felt grew into an audible noise that became louder and louder. Lincoln’s heart pumped so fast that it was on the verge of rupturing. Someone was on the way.

	“OH SHOOT,” The boy shouted in horror as he pulled himself up. His face looked like he had just witnessed a murder. “LYNN YOU HAVE TO HIDE!”

	“I’M TRYING,” Lynn couldn’t stop panicking. She attempted to slide under the bed but the space was far too narrow. “THERE’S NOWHERE ELSE TO HIDE IN YOUR STUPID ROOM!”

	Lincoln had no idea how to proceed at this point. There was no time to get dressed or block the door or do anything. This is exactly what he had feared. Someone was going to walk through that door any second and bust him and Lynn. He couldn’t even begin to imagine the amount of trouble they’d be in. What would his family say? What would they do? His fragile mind began filling with all sorts of troubling thoughts. He was a dead man standing.

	“Lincoln,” Lynn whispered and poked her head out from under a blanket, catching his attention. She quickly beckoned him over. “Get under the covers, put your knees up and act natural!”

	He didn’t have the time or reason to argue with his sister right now. The steps had come to a slow halt and a shadow peeked through from the other side. The distraught lad scurried and slipped under his blanket, covering up his semen stained shame. The door immediately swung open.

	“HEY FAVORITE BRO,” Luna Loud’s raspy and chipper voice filled the room. “I WANT TO DEMO MY ROCKIN’ NEW SOLO FOR—”

	Luna’s enthusiastic expression dropped immediately upon entering the room. She spotted her little brother, sitting on his bed reading a comic. A pretty standard sight around these parts really. Luna raised a brow. A strange air filled the area. She couldn’t quite put her pick on it but something seemed off about Lincoln. Even more so than usual anyways.


	“O-OH HEY LUNA WHAT’S UP?” The platinum haired boy nervously faltered. He had his face buried in the pages of his story, not even looking up to make contact with Luna. “Just me reading a comic here, you know how it is. Got a new jam? Well don’t make me wait, start shredding!”

	“Are you feeling alright dude,” Luna asked with suspicion. “You seem kinda antsy. Also, you’re all sweaty and your face is shining like a red rubber ball.”

	“JUST FINE SIS,” Lincoln buried his face in deeper. His nose was being consumed by the comic’s creases. “I’m reading a really good issue so if you’re not gonna play then could you maybe—” Lincoln’s sentence was put on indefinite hold. Behind the comic, his hidden face contorted as he choked on his words. ‘Oh hell no’ the petrified boy thought. This girl wasn’t crazy enough to do what Lincoln thought she was going to do, right?

	Under the covers, Lynn had flattened her body as much as physically possible, sinking into the bed. Her head was cradled between Lincoln’s legs as she did her best to stay hidden. The attempts to suppress her breathing were becoming increasingly difficult. To make matters worse, her body was getting hotter and hotter; not just from the heat of the blanket but from her precariously, provoking position. It was dark as the night under the sheets but Lynn could still feel the imposing presence of Lincoln’s log just a hair’s breadth away from her face. The musk his cock produced was a strong one that filled the tomboy’s twitching nose. It was a very distinct scent that made it hard for the concealed girl to focus. Her head was spinning in circles as she succumbed to her brother’s manly fragrance. Lynn knew she was risking more than she had but she couldn’t help but play hardball. It was in her nature to jump at a challenge after all. Just another little taste, that was all she needed.

	Lincoln felt a soft, moist pressure against his groin that caused him to expel the smallest of gasps. He involuntarily gripped his comic, nearly ripping it in two. The tingling sensation shook him to the very core. He felt like he was about to pass out at any moment from the sheer anxiety that ate away at him. Lynn was teasing him at the most inopportune time and she damn well knew it. The pressure occurred again and again in rapid succession and each time was greater than the last. Lincoln bit his lip so hard he almost drew blood. He wanted so badly to toss the sheets aside right now and teach Lynn a lesson but he knew that was out of the question. This warm series of tickles was like an exciting spark of electricity and he couldn’t get enough of it. Whatever it was she was doing down there, he absolutely loved it. His flaccid dick was slowly springing back to life, reborn and rejuvenated. He had to get Luna out now.

	“Hey Luna, n-not to be rude but can you please leave,” “The urgency in his voice was becoming more and more apparent. “I kind of want to be alone r-right now.”

	Luna just stood silent for a moment completely confused. As she stared at her little brother who was under duress, the startling realization suddenly hit the musician like an awkward sour note. The high-strung demeanor and attitude. His refusal to make eye contact. The discarded briefs in the corner of the room. That faint bobbing motion under the covers. Blood rushed to Luna’s freckled face and her whole body tensed up. The rocker’s heart was beating faster than a pair of drumsticks against a set of snares.

	“YOU KNOW WHAT FORGET ABOUT THE SONG BRO,” Luna stammered as she bolted out the door, nearly tripping over her own guitar on the way out. “I’LL PLAY WITH YOU— I MEAN PLAY IT FOR YOU LATER.”

	Out in the hallway, Luna Loud slammed the door behind her and began hyperventilating uncontrollably. Her eyes may not have seen anything but her mind was more than capable of filling in the blanks. Lincoln Loud, her precious, dear, little brother, was developing new interests. Was he at that age already? Luna blew through all five stages of grief in less than a second. Sure it was perfectly normal and healthy for a preteen entering puberty to explore their body but not Lincoln of all people! Luna began to wonder if anyone else in the house knew about this. She kind of hoped they didn’t.

	“Hey Luna!” The twins greeted in unison as they made their way down the hall towards her.

	“Is Lincoln in there,” Lana curiously asked. “I wanted to show him this cool purple stuff I found in the vents. I think it’s moving!”

	“You can show him later,” Lola arrogantly chimed in. “I want to try on my new hairclips and I need someone to compliment me for the next hour!”

	“Uhhh sorry dudes,” Luna bit her nails as she attempted to come up with an excuse. She couldn’t let anyone else walk in there while he did his business, especially not the little ones. “He’s crashed out hard. Poor kid is rocking and rolling around, trying to catch some Zs.”

	“WELL WAKE HIM UP THEN!” Lola demanded, grinding her teeth together in annoyance.

	“No can do sis!” Luna bluntly responded.

	Whaaat? Why not?!” Lana crossed her arms, visibly upset at her big sister’s answer.	

	“Well that’s because... I was just about to go get some ice cream!” Luna blurted out. She needed to say something to divert their short attention spans. “You guys want some? My treat!”

	“ICE CREAM!!” The twins ecstatically squealed in delight. The mere mention of the frozen delicacy made them forget all about their original plans.

	“Hey you guys gotta be quiet though! You know we’re not supposed to have sweets before dinner!”

	The twins nodded their head in agreement and playfully shushed each other before heading downstairs. Luna breathed a sigh of relief as she headed down the stairs but not before giving one final glance down the hall towards her bro’s room. Luna had a feeling she was going to have to give Lincoln a little talk about his hobby. ‘Why did this awkward duty have to fall on her’ she wondered as she made her way out the door with the twins.

	Lincoln took a second to make sure Luna was completely gone. A distinct lack of guitar strumming reassured him. The boy tossed his comic aside, exhaled deeply and wiped his forehead clean of sweat. That little confrontation was way too close for comfort. The relaxation was short lived as Lincoln began to quickly fill up with rage.

	“LYNN WHAT WERE YOU THINKING,” Lincoln grumbled, pulling the sheets off to give his sister a piece of his mind. “WE NEARLY GOT BUSTED ALL BECAUSE... you couldn’t...” 

	It happened again. Lincoln was once more at a loss for words as a result of his sister’s actions. The warm sensation he felt was one thing but seeing was believing. The boy just stared and stared and his chest just thumped and thumped. His mind raced back to the dream he had before, the one between him and Lynn. For something that wasn’t real, Lincoln was able to recall the details of it all so vividly. Things were different this time though; it wasn’t a dream at all. This was really happening.

----------------------------------

	Lincoln’s palms trembled in the air, as if to catch an oncoming ball barreling towards him. From the boy’s perspective, Lynn’s bobbing head fit perfectly between his sweaty hands. It filled him with a false sense of control over the situation, despite the fact that Lynn was taking charge. Lincoln watched as his sister helped herself to more than just a quick taste of his essence. He was absolutely powerless to stop Lynn’s relentless assault on his manhood. Not that he’d want to anyways.

	Lynn threw her hands down, gripping firmly onto Lincoln’s thighs for leverage. Her brunette bangs draped and swayed over her half-lidded eyes. ‘This is the kind of thing couples do together in bed, right?’ she thought to herself, all the while working her slender tongue up and down the length of Lincoln’s shaft. Lynn wasn’t sure if what she was doing was proper but it certainly didn’t feel wrong.

	Lincoln felt a small sense of apprehension fill his worrying heart. He couldn’t shake the recent scare with Luna out of his head. He thanked the lord she didn’t find out about him and Lynn but it still put the kid on edge. ‘It happened once, it could happen again’ the boy pondered, eyes darting back and forth between Lynn and the door. What if someone else walked into the room? What if he had used up all his luck in that one instance? What if he had bitten off more than he could chew with Lynn? What if he—

	“AAAAAaaaahhhh...” Lincoln released an embarrassing moan that faltered and threw his entire thought process out the 2nd story window. His body went limp and his troubled mind was slowly put at ease. The boy had completely succumbed to his sister’s saliva slapshot technique. Any shred of doubt he had before that point was long gone.

	Lynn looked up to her brother and snickered, satisfied with his response. The sporty girl could feel each of Lincoln’s convulsions and spasms within her mouth. The white haired boy seemed absolutely drained at first glance. Lynn could tell otherwise though. If anything he was as lively as ever. Lincoln moaned in bliss, a sign that he hadn’t passed out from the pure pleasure he experienced at the hands (and tongue) of his sister. 

	Lynn continued to polish Lincoln’s member with her tongue, not letting up for even a second. She went at the boy like a lollipop, savoring the taste with each sensual lick. Lynn’s jaw grew tired but she couldn’t afford to stop. Not then and there at least. Her competitive spirit burned hotter than her own body and even more so than Lincoln’s. Lynn wanted her brother to feel better than he ever had before and she was the only one who could accomplish that.

	The white haired Loud stammered and babbled. The way his sister was working him was almost too much to bear. He felt like his dick was about to pop off at the rate they were going. Half of Lincoln wanted it to end for the sake of their relationship. The other half of Lincoln wanted their moment of bonding to last for eternity. Regardless of how he felt, Lincoln knew he couldn’t endure much more.

	“LYNN WAIT!” Lincoln announced, pulling himself free from his big sister’s clutches with a wet smack of her lips.

	“W-WHAT HAPPENED?!”The startled girl was so surprised she nearly coughed up a lung. It took a second for the rapid thumping in her chest to stop. Being deprived of Lincoln made Lynn’s heart sink a bit. Perhaps her initial analysis of his pleasure was a strike out. She hoped she hadn’t hurt him too much. “Did I do something wrong?”

	“No, everything’s fine,” Lincoln savored every moment of the resting period he was given. He caught his breath and gathered his composure. It would have been embarrassing to have came again so quickly like that. His body was willing but he was still just an adolescent with no prior experience. Then again, so was Lynn. “It’s just not fair if I’m the only one getting anything out of this.”

	Lincoln pulled his sister in for one more kiss. Lynn gladly reciprocated. She was really getting used to these. The tomboy was so distracted by the act, she didn’t even feel Lincoln’s arm wrap behind her. The advancing boy latched on to Lynn’s ponytail, sliding the hair band off and freeing her thick, brunette mane. He had really taken a liking to this look of hers as of recent. It excited him far more than it should have.

	“Lincoln you’re so gross,” Lynn put an end to their kiss and chortled at her brother’s expense. “Do you have an idea where my lips have BEEN?”

	“You know Lynn you look really nice with your hair down,” Lincoln complimented his sister, ignoring what she just teased. “Why not wear it like this more often?”

	“It gets in the way when I play sports,” Lynn ran her fingers through her head and adjusted her large mop of hair. “Besides, I don’t want people thinking I’m into all that girly stuff. It’s just not me.”

	“You shouldn’t look at it that way,” Lincoln grabbed a hold Lynn’s warm hands, cradling them gently in his own. “People aren’t going to think any differently or like you less because of that. If they did, then they probably aren’t people whose opinions hold much weight anyways. You should just do what feels right!”

	“Lincoln, I’m ALREADY doing what feels right, that’s why I’m here! Thanks for the kind words though. It still gets in the way when I play but I guess I can maybe wear it down around the house sometimes. If you want me to anyways. DO you want me to?”

	“I’ll leave that up to you.” Lincoln embraced his sibling, making contact with her bare skin once more. His nose pressed up against her brown locks, allowing the boy to get a whiff of her natural fragrance. It was a warm yet rough scent that tickled his receptors in a good way. 

	Lincoln’s comforting moment was interrupted by a pair of plastic eyes staring daggers at him. The boy froze up when he made contact with the only other being in the room whose presence had slipped right by him. ‘Don’t you give me that look, the last thing I need right now is someone judging me,’ Lincoln angrily replied to himself in his head. The soul piercing gaze from his roommate was enough to make the young boy’s body shiver slightly. ‘If you’re not gonna be supportive than you can just bud out! We’ll talk later okay?’ Lincoln reached his hand forward and grabbed a hold of Bun-Bun, turning the stuffed animal towards the corner of the room. He really didn’t need to be seeing this anyways.

	Lincoln shifted all his weight forward and slowly toppled over on to the mattress, taking Lynn with him. The pair of siblings now laid side by side on the twin sized bed, staring each other right in the freckled face. Their hearts raced against one another and their throats echoed with empty words. They came this far, they were open with their feelings; they had even reached a compromise. It was all a matter of initiating the act and crossing the line as brother and sister.

	“Soooo how are we going to do this,” Lincoln awkwardly threw out just to get things rolling. He tried to remain calm but there was the smallest sliver of hesitation in his words. “Do you wanna maybe take charge or...?”

	“Naaah. How about you take the reins for once.” Lynn wasn’t just saying that out of fear of her own inexperience, she genuinely wanted Lincoln to step up to the plate and hit a homerun. She traded a confident grin that put the boy in his place. It was a toothy smirk that filled him with motivation. “Come on bro, show me how it’s done!”

	Lincoln gulped and swallowed the last of his inhibitions. They tasted like copper and Lynn’s saliva. It was a sickly sweet taste. He pushed himself up off the mattress and stretched his leg over Lynn’s. Lincoln positioned himself just over his sister who waited patiently and nervously for her brother to make his next move. Seeing her in such a vulnerable state was enough to startle Lincoln but he suppressed any negative emotions he had at the moment. Looking at Lynn in all her natural glory sent his 11 year old heart aflutter. She was getting a rise out of him in more than a few ways.

	Lincoln’s palms sank into the mattress on both sides of Lynn. The boy had his sister pinned down much like she had him during the scuffle the other day. This wasn’t going to be an ordinary wrestling match between siblings though.

	The trembling boy cautiously positioned his member at the entrance to Lynn’s beckoning pussy. The pressure he felt was unlike anything he had ever experienced before in his short life. His eyes darted back and forth between the scene down below and his sister’s eager expression. It was as if he was awaiting a sign of confirmation that what he was doing was right. Lynn bit her thumb and gave her brother a reassuring look that contrasted with her bedroom eyes. That was all Lincoln needed to know. If she wanted him to take charge then he was damn well going to do it. There was no turning back now.

	Lincoln swallowed his breath and took the first step. The anxious adolescent pressed his tip up against Lynn’s spot, finally making contact with her. A jolt of electricity shot throughout Lincoln’s entire body and transferred right into Lynn. He peeked down and saw Lynn’s lips, puckered right around his head, planting the smallest of kisses right on his member. He could feel every drop of vigor refill his body in an instant. Lincoln bit his tongue and furrowed his brow in focus. He tightened his grip on the sheets and lunged forward, discarding the last remnants of uncertainty deep down from within.

	Lynn let out a startled gasp upon impact. Just like that, in the blink of an eye it had happened. Lincoln was inside her. Her own brother was inside her. The one she loved was inside her.

	A sharp pain incited in Lynn’s loins as Lincoln’s girth penetrated and slowly filled her out from within. It was a bit more than the sporty girl was expecting but nothing she couldn’t handle. Lynn bit her lip and endured the pain until it eventually subsided into a bittersweet pleasure. She received another glance from her little brother, seconds after the moment occurred.

	“How are you feeling Lynn,” the white haired boy took it upon himself to check up on his sibling. He wanted to make sure that whatever he was doing wasn’t hurting her. He wouldn’t be able to live with himself if he was responsible for any of his sister’s harm. “It doesn’t hurt does it? We can stop at any time if you want.”

	“No you doofus I’m feeling just fine,” Lynn reassured in her own sisterly way. “How are you hanging?”

	“Good. Just good I think,” The boy muttered between breaths. He was still having trouble believing that all this was actually happening to him. “I’m going to continue. Is that alright with you?”

	“Of course it’s alright. Don’t be a chicken Linc, Show me what you can do!” Lynn maintained her rough-and-tumble personality despite that fact that she was gushing internally. She really admired Lincoln’s initiation. God knows she didn’t have the guts to have done it herself. She had to let her little brother know that she was still his sister and there was no reason to be afraid.

	Lincoln’s dick had settled in nicely within the confines of Lynn. It was warm and moist, a sensation completely new to the young man. The pressure of her innards clamping down on him from all angles was overwhelming. His manhood felt like it was wrapped in a blanket of heaven. Lincoln wasn’t sure if all girls felt like this or if it was a result of the forbidden fruit’s taste. He was almost kicking himself for not giving in sooner.

	Lynn’s emotions were churning more than her body was at this point. She never would have imagined that something in her dreams would become reality. Her toes clenched with every tiny movement of Lincoln’s body. Society be damned, Lynn Loud was getting fucked by her own brother and she was on cloud nine the whole time. Nothing was going to bring her down.

	Lincoln eased into the motions and began to steadily increase the velocity and power of his thrusts. He didn’t need to be told to, it was a baser instinct to him and boy did it feel right. His grunts and moans signaled just how much he was into it. Lynn was digging it just as much as he was.

	The audible slapping of hot, sweaty skin was like music to Lynn’s ears. Each slap was a reminder of the position she was currently in. Lynn threw her head back as she let Lincoln take complete control. Her bushy, brown hair laid sprawled across the bed as her gaze was locked on to the ceiling. She was absolutely euphoric. Her wandering hand took a firm hold of her tiny, perky tit as the other curious palm descended down where the action was.

	Lincoln opened his eyes and surveyed the situation, not letting up on his thrusts for even a second. He watched as his big sister gave in to the throes of sheer lust and began toying with her own body in ways he had never seen or imagined before. The way those energetic fingers twiddled her cute, little nipples. The technique and style with which she massaged her breast. His gaze motioned down towards her other hand which rested just above her abdomen. Her digits doubled down and danced around her clit, flicking and rubbing the sensual spot like there was no tomorrow. Lincoln was in astonishment at what he was witnessing. He still had a lot to learn.

	“Hey Lincoln...”

	“Y-Yeah Lynn?” Lincoln replied between grunts.

	“Do you think you could maybe go a bit faster? I’m sure I can take it.”

	The boy paused, but just for a second so he could process what was requested. He didn’t want to admit it, but he was already physically drained. He was trying his damndest to not keel over and climax but this was harder than he thought. He wasn’t sure if he could give much more but it didn’t even cross his mind to attempt and reason otherwise. He couldn’t say no to his sister.

	“Sure Lynn. I think I can try.”

	Lincoln Loud took a deep breath and inched his body as close as possible to Lynn’s, leaving absolutely no breathing room between their working hips. Their bodies were burning from the hot intensity of the act and they were coated with a mix of sweat and love juices. Disregarding all rational thought, Lincoln and Lynn had completely given in to their carnal desires. Taboo was a word that lost meaning to them. It felt so damn good to sin.

	Lynn let out a yelp and winced slightly as Lincoln upped the ante. Her body had never before experienced a workout of this caliber and to be honest, neither had Lincoln. Her lower region was bursting with ecstasy. It wasn’t just her body that felt phenomenal but also her mind. She had finally achieved what she wanted and what she wanted was her own brother. It was no wonder that Lori and Bobby did this so often. Doing it with the person you loved most was fucking incredible. 

	Lincoln’s arms trembled under his weight as he relentlessly pulverized Lynn’s womanhood over and over again. This was so much more than just sexual gratification to Lincoln. It was restitution for all the times Lynn had ever beaten him in a challenge or roughhoused too much. He was just as much satisfied by putting Lynn in her place than he was the actual act. This sibling rivalry was cemented in stone, there was no denying that.

	“Oh shoot!” Lincoln blurted out as he nearly reached his limit. His bony arms had finally given way and the white haired boy ungracefully collapsed on to his sister, accidentally bashing her mouth with his head in the process.

	“Hey watch it Lincoln,” Lynn scolded as she recovered from the sudden fumble. It wasn’t a mood killer but it certainly didn’t help. “You nearly busted my lip!”

	“I’m SO sorry Lynn,” Lincoln looked up and apologized to his sister who was busy examining her face for blood. “I was just getting tired and I didn’t mean to— I didn’t hurt you did I?”

	Lincoln found himself in a precarious position that made his face flushed like a red Christmas tree light. The young boy laid stomach down atop his sister, their bare, sweaty chests pressing against one another. The exhausted boy attempted to pull himself up but was held down by a force pressing against him.

	“Relax Linc, I’ve been through worst,” Lynn informed her brother as she wrapped her arms around his back. “A little pain like this ain’t nothing a natural born athlete like me can’t handle!” The tomboy pulled her little brother in, embracing the lad with a content smile on her face. She had never been more at peace with herself before this moment.

	“Uhm, Lynn?” Lincoln nervously raised a finger. He was about speak up but the warm, comforting hold of his sister soothed his tense mind. His face pressed against Lynn’s hot skin as he stared blankly at the wall. He couldn’t even recall what he wanted to say to her.

	“What’s up bro?” Lynn spoke in a quiet yet sultry voice.

	“N-Nervermind,” Lincoln returned the favor and wrapped what he could of his arms around the brunette girl. “It was nothing I guess.”

	The two siblings held each other in a bind atop the bed; Lincoln’s sweltering cock still parked snuggly within Lynn’s snatch. The boy adjusted himself and felt a quick surge of pleasure as he repositioned his hips. Lincoln was about to pull out when he felt a pair of legs surround him from behind. He looked behind him and then made a double take back at Lynn.

	“It’s the final inning Linc, aren’t you gonna bring it on home or what?”

	Lincoln nervously chuckled upon realizing what Lynn was driving at. Everything was always a sport to her. That was his sister though. He didn’t mind one bit. “Geez, you’re not making this easy are you?”

	Lincoln’s lips reunited with Lynn’s for another depraved exchange of sibling saliva. While the two worked their magic with their mouths, the fun downstairs resumed once again. Lincoln was still beat from the ordeal. Instead of thrusting, he resorted to simply gyrating his hips, stirring around inside of Lynn with only the occasional buck. 

	Lynn didn’t care what he did, she was just thrilled to have bonded with her lovely little brother. She was proud of herself but even prouder of him. The sporty tomboy joined her white haired sibling, straddling his groin with all the energy she could sum up. The couple grunted and moaned, huffed and puffed and bucked and fucked for what seemed like hours. Neither wanted their passionate bout to end but all things had to reach a climax.

	“Lynn it’s happening again,” Lincoln growled through gritted teeth. “Are you sure you still want me to—”

	“Come on Linc, don’t make me say it!” Lynn gave her bro one of her trademark noogies. “You know what to do. I’m rooting for ya!”

	Normally, those burning noogies left Lincoln scrambling for an icepack, but not this one. He enjoyed his sister’s unique little display of affection. It was a sign of trust and love. A sign Lincoln read all too well. He knew he shouldn’t but Lynn gave him the green light to go and he wasn’t one to argue. Besides, at that point it would have been wrong not to. 

	With one last series of gyrations and a final pump, Lincoln did the unthinkable. The boy let out a moan that trembled and faltered like the reading of a seismograph. Lynn bit her lip with ferocity and dug her nails into the young man’s back, nearly drawing blood from the both of them. Her pelvis rose off the mattress ever so slightly as he poured his seed directly into her, sealing the deal on their taboo act. Lynn could feel every drop of Lincoln’s manly essence fill her up in a flash. Even after that wicked handjob, the sporty girl was still amazed that he had something to offer at all. Such virility for a boy his age! ‘He’d make one hell of an athlete’ Lynn said to herself as she held on to the lad for dear life.

	Lincoln and Lynn’s tense bodies held still for a minute before going limp and collapsing from exhaustion, much like the winded beasts they were. Their sweaty and sticky forms now laid side by side, cradling each other in the aftermath of the fierce showdown. A good minute passed with only the sound of their heavy breathing and panting to keep the two company. After the intense workout, Lincoln’s log retreated and simmered down to rest. Lynn clenched her thighs, trying to hold in as much of Lincoln’s dripping load as she could within. Her body felt warmer and fuzzier than that weird fungus growing in Lana’s shoe.

	“Thanks Lincoln,” Lynn whispered in her panting brother’s ear. She inched close to the boy and took a hold of his hands, weaving her fingers in between his own and clamping down on them tightly. “Thanks for showing how much you care about me despite the way I treat you. I love you bro, you’re a star in my book.”

	Lincoln felt a conflicting pain in his heart. Now that he was coming down from his high, the severity and weight of the situation finally hit him. He had just fucked his sister and boy did he fuck her hard. No amount of justification could convince him that he wasn’t going to hell. Any confidence he had during the moment was replaced with trepidation and fear. What if someone finds out? What if he had gotten her pregnant? What would he say to her when he wakes up? The boy felt like he was back at square one when all of this mess had started. 

	His eyes darted around the room and back to Lynn who was beginning to doze off with a satisfying grin on her face. She looked so serene and content as opposed to aggressive and energetic. It was a rare sight for sure to the platinum haired youngster. He opted to ignore the guilt and butterflies in his stomach as best as he could. At least he was able to make his sister happy. Lincoln skittishly nestled up next to his big sister. It was all he could think to do at the moment.

	“I... I l-love you too Lynn.” 

	Lincoln felt instant regret upon saying that fractured sentence. He wasn’t really sure if the love they felt for each other was the same anymore. Lincoln Loud was just a kid. A confused kid who may have gotten in way over his head. He didn't know what was going to happen next. He didn't know what he was going to do.

----------------------------------

	“Uurrggh, what month is it?” 

	Lincoln Loud awoke from his slumber for the second time that day. He groggily pulled himself out of bed, still recovering from his post-sleep stupor. The dazed boy ruffled his hair and wiped a bit of drool from his face as he came to his senses. It didn’t take long for him to realize that something felt off. It took him a second to piece things together, a second longer than he was ashamed to admit.

	“Lynn...?”Lincoln’s eyes darted around the room, surveying the aftermath of the scene. Lynn was nowhere to be found and not a trace of her remained behind. The cluttered floor that was littered with their discarded clothes was clean once more. Lincoln wasn’t even going to question how she was able to dress him up as he napped. It was an unsettling thought he didn’t want to think about. The mental gymnastics Lincoln had to pull off to convince himself that what happened wasn’t a dream was worthy of an Olympic medal.

	*BAM BAM BAM*

	“OH GEEZ.”A series of sudden knocks at the door startled Lincoln so badly his heart nearly exploded out of his chest. It felt like a SWAT team was about to bust the door down and arrest him for what he and Lynn did. If he wasn’t wide awake before, he was then and there. What if someone had peeked in earlier? What if they saw him and Lynn together on that bed at their most intimate and vulnerable moment? Surely that would have created a scene. Lincoln was a nervous tornado of doubt and fear.

	*BAM BAM BAM*

	Lincoln’s heart skipped again. Knocks weren’t something he was typically used to around these parts. When someone wanted something they welcomed themselves in regardless of his stance on privacy. That’s just how things always were. The anxious boy wasn’t sure what to make of the surprise occurrence but he knew he had to face the music.

	“The door is open you know, you don’t have to—”

	Lincoln twisted the knob and pulled open the door but was met with an unfamiliar sensation that took him off guard. It was resistance. Try as he might, the door opened no more than a few inches. It was just enough of an opening to glance out into the hallway.

	“Hey there bro, did your weary head get some rest?” Luna’s chipper smile beamed through the crack.

	“Luna!” Lincoln exclaimed, still struggling with the door that just wouldn’t budge. “Can you help me out? I think this stupid door is jammed.”

	“Whoa easy there man, you can’t be so rough with it.” Luna stuck a finger through the opening and directed Lincoln upwards. “Check it out bro, I got you a little something something!”

	Lincoln followed his sister’s finger up the length of the door. It took the boy a moment to spot just what he was looking for but when he did, his eyes lit up like the dark side of the moon. “Luna. Is that... a lock?”

	“Sure is bro. All you gotta do is slide the chain along the little thingamajig and BAM! Better homes and safety-sealed communities, you know what I mean?”

	Lincoln was in absolute astonishment. Luna’s words faded into silence as he stared at the simplistic yet effective doodad on his door. Who knew such an ugly piece of brass could be so pleasing to the eye and reassuring to the soul. No more worrying about people barging in when they please. No more worrying about his comic sessions being interrupted by inane nonsense. It was the perfect gift a boy his age could ever ask for.

	“Oh wow, thank you SO MUCH Luna,” Lincoln wiped a solitary tear from his eye. How did she lock it from the outside anyways? Lincoln didn’t care. He couldn’t even believe how excited and emotional he was getting over this. While not normally the type to look a gift horse in the mouth, Lincoln’s inner detective wanted some answers. “But no other room in this house has a lock, not even mom and dad’s room. What gives?”

	“Mind letting me in for a sec dude?”

	Linc obliged his Luna’s request, closing the door and sliding the chain off. It felt so darn good to do that. Almost as good as fucking your own sister. Almost.

	“Sit with me bro.” Luna spoke as she wrapped an arm over her brother’s shoulder and dragged him down to the mattress with her.

	“W-what’s up Luna?” Lincoln was beginning to grow nervous again. Hopefully this wasn’t about what happened earlier.

	“Being in a big family can be pretty rough, especially when you wanna have a bit of alone time, ya feel me?”

	“Yeeeaah, I feel you Luna.” Lincoln responded with trepidation and wished he had picked his words better. Feeling his siblings was the last thing he needed to be doing right now.

	“Being the only boy in the band, well aside from pops, must be even harder, right?” Luna offered an awkward grimace. Lincoln returned the favor. He wasn’t too fond of the direction this chat was taking.

	“Riiiight. Harder.” There he went again. Lincoln was kicking himself for his poorly worded response once more.

	Luna was picking up on the ever increasing uncomfortable mood in the room. She still felt like she wasn’t the one who should be having this conversation with him. It was too late to run it by anyone else though.

	“OKAY LOOK,” Luna gave herself a quick slap to the face to shake the jitters out. “Sometimes a guy just needs some time alone to do, well you know, what he needs to do!”

	“Oh no, oh god no...” Lincoln’s face contorted and grew redder by the second. He looked like he was about to suffer from a severe case of dysentery. This conversation was going exactly where he predicted it would and he couldn’t get off.

	“SO ANYWAYS,” Luna spoke up to intentionally drown out Lincoln’s pleas. There was no stopping her now. “To avoid any FURTHER embarrassing incidents when you’re tuning and strumming your axe; which is a perfectly normal thing to do by the way—”

	“Luna stop. Please just stop.” Lincoln begged and begged as he covered his little ears from the terrible words he was hearing.

	“Be cool and lock up when you decide to rock out with your— well I think you get the rest bro.”

	Lincoln was hunched over, his face buried down in his palms to hide the overwhelming shame. The reverence he felt for Luna and her gift was replaced by derision and shame. That lock was a symbol of his embarrassing boner, literally and figuratively speaking. It now served only to mock him at every corner. Lincoln wasn’t sure he wanted it anymore.

	“I’m glad we had this talk Linc,” Luna lied. “Imagine if Lori or Luan found out. They’d never let you live it down. And Lynn would just tear you apart about it!”

	“Okay okay thanks Luna can you go now?” Lincoln had heard enough. The sentiment was appreciated to an extent since Luna had a point about the others. Especially that last one.

	“No problem bro,” Luna quickly retreated from the room. She did an excellent job at hiding the sheer anxiety brought on by their awkward confrontation. “And if you ever need to talk… Dad is there for you!”

	With those final parting words, Luna was gone in a jumping jack flash, leaving Lincoln to stew in his own mortification. “Good grief.” An exasperated Lincoln bellowed, trying to piece together everything that happened these past few days. He supposed he should be grateful that Luna didn’t find out the truth. He didn’t know what he was going to say to her next time, much less Lynn. Lincoln’s original plan was to enjoy a relaxing weekend at home, just him and his comics. Talk about taking a left turn. He wasn’t sure what he wanted, all he knew was that he didn’t want to be in his room at the moment. Lincoln stepped out into the hall, greeted by the usual madness of the Loud household.

	“LET ME BORROW IZZY LANA, I NEED HER TO COMPLETE MY TEA PARTY.”

	“No way! She’s cold blooded you buttface, she doesn’t want any of your dumb tea!”

	Lincoln’s eyes shifted from the twins room to down the hall where Lily sat on the floor, happily playing with her set of building blocks. Lisa stood behind her at a distance. She jotted down notes in response to every little action Lily performed, occasionally intervening to prevent Lily from eating a block. Another commotion could be heard from downstairs.

	“Come on Lucy, gimmie back my yo-yo,” the resident prankster begged. “Quit STRINGING me along!”

	“Sorry Luan, but I need to practice my noose tying skills. It might come in handy one fateful day so this will have to do for now.”

	A ruckus could be heard from the room at the far end of the hall on the right. Guitar strumming, music blaring, incoherent screaming. Luna must have hightailed it back to her room after their little talk. Lincoln approached the bathroom, but made a pit stop at the room belonging to his eldest siblings.

	“And then he said that my eyes sparkled like the Aurora Borealis!” Lori clasped her hands and fawned.

	“Awww that’s so sweet,” Leni acknowledged as she continuously brushed her golden locks. “Sleeping Beauty was SUCH a good movie!”

	Lincoln turned and looked back around at the chaos surrounding him. Everyone was doing their own thing as usual. Not a single sister was out of place. Lincoln was sure that everything would come to a halt but the world defied him and kept spinning. 

	The platinum haired boy entered the bathroom and turned on the sink faucet. A quick splash of water to the face washed out his pores and put a pinch of pep back in him. He felt like he just committed murder and that judgment was imminent. Something was about to happen. He could feel it in each individual freckle on his face.

	“HEY KIDS DINNER IS READY,” The matriarch’s voice pierced the calamity and echoed through the entire house. “COME AND GET IT WHILE IT’S STILL HOT!”

	The entire population on the second floor ceased what they were doing immediately. Their eyes widened and ears perked once they heard the exciting news. The calm before the storm was a short one, and just like that the race was off.

	“Last one downstairs has to clean Cliff’s litter box!”

	“Out of the way, I won’t allow my pretty, pristine dress to be tainted with cat poop!”

	“If you think I’m digging through that then you’ve LITERALLY got another thing coming.”

	“That’s an opportunity I just can’t WASTE. Get it? But seriously let me through!”

	Lincoln stepped back out into the hallway. Only a trail of dust from the stampeding sisters kept him company at this point. Reality seemed to slowly creep its way back to the troubled boy. The Loud House was as loud as ever. He didn’t know why he was expecting anything to change. As far as he knew, the rest of his family was oblivious to what transpired in that linen closet earlier. He wanted to keep it that way. 

	The fear of being caught still picked away at his conscience. He wasn’t sure how to deal with the socially ostracizing fact that he fucked his sister. All he could do was move forward. Just move forward and try not to let it affect him for the rest of his life. It was a secret he would take to his grave no matter what. Hopefully she felt the same way.

	“Hey Linc, catch!”

	“Huh?” Lincoln’s brooding walk down the hall was brought to a halt by an orange blur that walloped him right in the face. The boy lost his balance and his train of thought as he toppled backwards.

	“What was THAT?” The familiar, sporty voice expressed its disappointment in Lincoln’s piss poor play. “I told you to catch dude!”

	“Owww...”Lincoln whimpered, gripping his aching nose in comfort. It wasn’t the pain he was trying to ignore though. It was the inevitable interaction with HER. There was no tiptoeing around it now.

	“You alright bro,” Lynn offered her fallen brother a hand. “Hope I didn’t bean you too hard!” She seemed pretty at ease with the situation to say the least. It was more than Lincoln could say for himself anyways.

	“LYNN. What happened?” Lincoln accepted her hand and was yanked up on to both feet. He was caught off guard by the brunette’s sudden change in style more than the basketball to the face. Her typical ponytail was no more and her straight strands were granted true liberation as they brushed against her shoulders. All he saw was that girl who was with him in his room during that intense confrontation. It seemed she took Lincoln’s words about her hair to heart. It was a flattering yet conflicting feel.

	“I thought you were open so I passed, DUUUH. I am sure glad you’re not on my team! You’d make a decent benchwarmer though.”

	“No that’s not what I meant!” Lincoln was beginning to fume at how nonchalant she was. “What happened after... well you know!”

	“OOOOOOH,” Lynn responded with genuine surprise. She was far too preoccupied attempting to pull off some real Globetrotter tier tricks. “You mean after we had sex, right?”

	Lincoln felt his stomach twist and turn at the blunt delivery of those words. He could practically feel his soul being sapped out of his body. “LYNN GEEZ! You can’t say it out loud like that! Someone might hear...”

	“Ha! You should see your cute, flustered face!” Lynn spun the basketball around on her index finger. “It makes me wanna tombstone the heck out of you!”

	“Lynn I’m serious,” Lincoln’s voice was a stern one. The kind that belonged to a father who just caught his offspring mating like rabbits. “Just think about what would happen if word got out. A time-out isn’t gonna cut it in this situation!”

	“Linc come on, you’re making a big deal out of nothing,” Lynn tossed her ball down the hall and turned towards the stairwell. “This will be our little thing. You trust me dontcha?”

	“Well sort of, but—”

	“Come on bro let’s go grab some grub. I’m so hungry I could ride a horse down to Burpin’ Burger and then eat it!”

	Lincoln was at a loss for words. He just couldn’t comprehend how blasé Lynn was about all this. Why couldn’t he be that worry free? Did she not feel the same way he did? She didn’t really mean what she said in the room earlier did she? They were siblings, it was only natural that they loved each other but Lincoln just wasn’t sure about anything anymore. It felt like his own mind was betraying him.

	“Oh and sorry about your victory undies. I would have washed ‘em but I didn’t want anyone getting suspicious and stuff. I’m sure you don’t mind.” Lynn added with a particularly malicious grin before making her way downstairs.

	 “My victory undies?” Lincoln stood dumbfounded in the hall for a brief moment before it hit him. A cold chill surged up the boy’s spine. He pulled his waistline and took a gander down. There they were in all their crimson glory. The comfy pair of briefs that he thought went missing days ago. Lincoln was locked in a trance, staring ever so intently at the undies that wrapped around his boy bits. A sense of elation hit Lincoln but was quickly replaced with irritation. When you have 10 siblings, you really can’t keep anything to yourself, not even underwear!

	“Wait a minute,” The neurons in his brain were firing off as he put the pieces of the puzzle together. Lynn had his victory undies the whole damn time! And just what was that bit about not washing them? “Lynn... was wearing these?”

	The repercussions of this scandalous act hit Lincoln but his response to it was not the one he expected. He wasn’t angry. He wasn’t grossed out. He wasn’t anything really. There was nothing the boy could say with his words so he let his body do the talking for him. A quick twitch, a sensual spasm, rang from downstairs. Knowing now where those undies had been and where they are now got the lad’s testosterone in a tizzy. The taboo thoughts and immoral feelings were coming back in full force. They weren’t accompanied by the usual guilt and regret this time around though.

	“Lincoln hurry on up, your plate is getting cold!” Rita’s authoritative voice called from downstairs. She didn’t approve of food she cooked and labored over going to waste.

	“I’ll be down in a minute; I j-just gotta use the bathroom!” Lincoln anxiously answered. The boy grabbed his junk through his briefs and scanned the hallway. There was really no fighting it when you have to beat it. He was only human and what’s more, he was just a boy. Lincoln dashed the opposite way down the hall and returned to his room. It’s just like Luna says when she forgets her curfew and decides to just spend the entire night out. “In for a penny, in for a pound!” 

	The white haired lad quickly returned to his room, locking the door behind him. His new gift was practically paying for itself. Hopefully that minute he promised was enough time. Lincoln pretty much counted on it.

 * * *

	“Lana, go long! Longer! NO NOT THAT LONG, PULL BACK!” Lynn shouted commands of frustration at her partner from across the park, trying desperately to salvage the failing play.

	“IS THIS GOOD?” The 6 year old tomboy yelled, flailing her arms about wildly in the air.

	“NO YOU NEED TO COME CLOSER THAT’S STILL TOO— OOF!” The demanding athlete choked on her own commands as a tremendous force smashed into her from behind. Lynn quite literally dropped the ball as she fell to the floor, a pair of long arms still wrapped around her back.

	“Alright I got her,” Luan celebrated, still embracing her sister as they laid on the grass. “Sorry sis but it looks like I was one step ahead of you. I guess that’s why they call it FOOT-ball. Hahaha!”

	Lynn was seething with rage as her elder sister continued to joyfully hug her on the ground. She did not enjoy being one upped in sports, especially against those who don’t even play them.

	“Sweet tackle Luan,” Lincoln caught up to his downed siblings, extending an arm out and helping his comedian teammate off the ground. “I believe that’s game Lynn.” Lincoln said in a condescending tone with a wide smirk on his face. It was rare to see Lynn on the losing side of a match. He was savoring every delicious second of his team’s victory.

	Lynn hopped off the ground, teeth grinding as she sported an expression of palpable anger on her face. “What the heck Lana!? I TOLD YOU TO PULL BACK.”

	“It wasn’t my fault,” the little blonde pleaded for forgiveness as she tried to justify her actions. “The sun was in my eyes, I couldn’t see you!”

	“How!? The sun is BEHIND YOU Lana!” Lynn barked back.

	“Oh,” Lana scratched her butt and picked her nose for a second in deep thought. “W-Well then maybe the sun was in YOUR eyes!”

	“WHY YOU LITTLE—”

	“AAAAAAAHHH!” The tiny tomboy screamed in terror as her overly aggressive sister bolted down the park directly towards her. She took the route of flight over fight. “I’M TELLING MOM AND DAD YOU’RE BEING MEAN TO ME!”

	“LANA WAIT,” Luan blurted out and dashed after her little sister. “There’s nothing wrong with being a chicken but don’t cross the road alone!”

	Lincoln could only chuckle at his bickering sisters. The middle child picked up the pigskin and waltzed over to his fuming sister who was standing arms crossed by the Ketcham Park sign. The 13 year old girl was growling audibly through her clenched teeth, tapping her foot against the sidewalk. Lincoln could practically feel the heat emanate from her aggravated frame. If she tapped that foot any harder she’d bore a hole straight through the concrete. He felt the need to step in and say something.

	“Good game Lynn, you really made us work for it!” Lincoln smiled and offered a high five to the girl, a sign of genuine sportsmanship. She left him hanging.

	“Yeah whatever I guess,” Lynn huffed and pouted, noticeably agitated. “If Lana wasn’t dragging me down I could have taken all 3 of you at once! Come on, it’s getting late. Let’s head home.”

	Lincoln shrugged with a satisfied, victorious grin. When Lynn wasn’t number 1, she was a sore loser second. He’d never say it aloud though. She’d rather show it with her fists, it was just the way she was. Lincoln braced himself for an undeserved, oncoming wallop. As they stepped off the curb and onto the street, Lynn finally made contact. Lincoln was caught off guard and nearly fumbled the football in response. Her spontaneous action certainly wasn’t the one he was expecting.

	“Lynn, what are you doing?” A bewildered Lincoln questioned. 

	Lynn firmly grabbed a hold of his gentle hand. The sporty Loud kept her eyes forward, interlocking her warm fingers between his own. The pair of siblings crossed the street, hand in hand, surrounded by an air of tension so thick you could cut it with a knife. 

	“What do you THINK I’m doing?” Lynn scoffed, almost surprised by Lincoln’s thickheaded ignorance. “I’m making sure my dumb, little brother gets home safe. DUUUH! That’s my job as a big sister after all.” To anyone outside their circle, they wouldn’t bat an eye at that innocent and innocuous act. Hell, most people in their circle wouldn’t either. This wasn’t your typical platonic display of affection between brother and sister though. Lynn knew it. Lincoln knew it too.

	“Lynn stop,” Lincoln was hesitant. He ripped his hand away only for Lynn to seize it once again as if it was her own. The white haired boy felt his stomach strain from the whirling tornado of confliction within. “I know what you’re trying to do. We really shouldn’t...”

	“What’s the big deal Linc? I’m your sister, there’s nothing wrong with just holding hands,” Lynn played dumb, snickering the whole way through. “Besides, you didn’t have a problem with it the other day, did you?”

	“T-This is different,” Lincoln scanned the immediate area for any prying eyes. The spotlights were on them and he was getting a case of stage fright. “What if people get the wrong idea? I don’t want to think about what would happen if—”

	“I’m not dumb Lincoln; I know we can’t keep this up forever,” Lynn’s voice grew a bit hoarse. It pained her to admit it but now that her mind was no longer clouded by unspoken feelings and a burning libido, it only made sense. Lynn’s grip tightened. Not enough to hurt the boy but enough to show how much she was. “That doesn’t mean we can’t enjoy it for just a little bit longer, right?”

	Lincoln was just about at wits end. The younger sibling shouldn’t have to be the more mature and responsible of the two. His relaxing weekend turned into one of the most emotionally taxing periods in his young life. He felt like he had grown up in the span of just a few days and his childhood was miles behind him. It wasn’t all Lynn’s fault though. He was just as guilty as she was for indulging in those twisted desires. That time they spent together, he both loved and loathed it. It brought him closer to his sister and at the same time, distant from everything else. Lincoln let out a deep winded exhale. He returned the favor and tightened his grip, just as Lynn had moments earlier. Being in her presence was enough to soothe his troubled conscience. He couldn’t really bring himself to say yes or no to her question. He didn’t have to though; she already knew his answer.

	“Lynn you know I love you, right?”

	“Of course I do,” A snickering Lynn teased, shoving Lincoln with her shoulder in a playful manner. “You already proved it to me anyways!”

	“That’s not what I— well it is but you know what— ugh never mind.” Lincoln’s lack of coherency was the sign that he was utterly defeated. Lynn was on top of the game and she had just scored the winning point. The boy could do nothing but crack a smile and roll his eyes. At least she seemed to be in good spirits. It was a reassuring thought for the stressed lad.

	“I’m just kidding Linc, I get what you mean,” Lynn’s giggles subsided, her tone growing serious as more words slipped out. “”You know I love ya too bro, even if you can be a dumb weenie at times!”

	“Gee thanks,” Lincoln’s sarcasm knew no bounds. He didn’t show it but he was glad to have Lynn back. Aside from the incredibly awkward topic at hand, it seemed almost natural. He wanted to keep it going that way. “So everything is going to completely go back to normal soon, right?”

	“It’s not normal now?” Lynn fired back.

	That quick-witted retort shut Lincoln right up. Maybe it was normal and he had just lost a frame of reference for what normal ever was. He was so confused that all he could do was hold back tears of laughter brought on by the sheer absurdity of the situation. “Pfffft, hardly. We’re pretty far from normal Lynn!”

	“Whatever dork!” Lynn gave Lincoln a jocular sock to the arm. His stifled laughs and cute smile was as heartwarming as it was contagious. “If anyone has a problem with me they can say it to my face! I’ll get em in a sleeper hold, give em the people’s elbow and then— OH SHOOT!” Lynn yelled out and froze in place. Her sudden outburst nearly gave Lincoln a heart attack. 

	“W-WHAT HAPPENED?” A startled Lincoln inquired, his face ripe with concern and worry.

	“I completely forgot that there’s a new episode of Tusslemania on today!” Lynn was shaking and panicking like Lori without her phone. “I’m so stupid! We gotta get home NOW.”

	“Oh, is that it?” Lincoln’s heightened emotional state simmered. He was expecting a legitimate reason to be concerned. Still though, he knew not to play down Lynn’s interests. The last thing he needed was a dropkick to the face. Besides, if Tusslemania is anything like Slamma-palooza it should be worth the watch. “Well then let’s get moving before someone beats us to the TV!”

	“Put some pep in it Lincoln,” Lynn pulled her brother along like a lagging puppy on a leash. “Then afterwards we can do some wrestling of our own! I want to see how well your new lock works!”

	“Geez Lynn, not so loud!” Lincoln coyly snapped back. It was astounding how blunt this girl could be. He was ashamed to admit how well that incentive of hers was working though. It certainly shifted him into gear and soon enough, Lynn was trailing behind him. “Last one home has to do whatever the winner says for the rest of the day!” The boy quickly threw out as he took the lead.

	“OH IT’S ON NOW, BRO!” Lynn understood the full intention behind Lincoln’s words. It just wasn’t in her blood to turn down a challenge, especially when the stakes were so high.

	As they approached their home, Lincoln reflected on what Lynn said minutes earlier upon leaving the park. She had a point. Be it through wrestling or something entirely different; Why not enjoy what they had for just a bit longer if it brought them closer together? What they were doing was wrong, he knew that. It couldn’t go on forever, he knew that. What he didn’t know was the full extent it meant to Lynn but as long as she was happy, he was happy. Besides, Lincoln would be lying to himself if he said there wasn’t a tiny part of him deep inside that didn’t take pleasure in what their relationship had blossomed into. At that moment however, the only thing the young Loud had his mind on was bonding with his big sister over some mindless, entertaining television. It wasn’t how he planned his weekend to end but if you asked Lincoln, he wouldn’t have had it any other way.

	As the sun set behind them, the two energetic siblings hopped across the front yard, up the porch stairs and through the welcoming doorway of their home. Lincoln and Lynn left their inhibitions at the door, shutting out the world behind them. The TV clicked on, signaling the continuation of the most sinful and shameless secret the walls of the Loud house had ever known. Lincoln and Lynn traded a knowing glance amidst the chaotic madness of the household. They were already looking forward to their next smackdown.